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MEN: 


This Suit Yours 
Without I¢ Cost! 





[HIS MONEY- 
KING OUTFIT 
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SEE HOW EASY IT IS TO MAK 
UP TO $3022 IN A DAY! "~~ 


1 can make more money, up to $30.00 in a day, in full or spare time—and get a fine 
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y suit for yourself without 1c cost! Where can you get such an opportunity? Right SU iTS WITHOUT 1° COST! 
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YOUR OWN 
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! Just mail the coupon below. You’ll get our suit plan and this money-making 
fit—FREE. Contains more than 100 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in 
de-to-measure suits, topcoats and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors 
i fellow-workers. It’s easy. They all want better-fitting, better-looking clothes. 
insure this, clothes must be made-to-measure. And you offer fine quality clothing 1 

ide to personal measure from beautiful fabrics—at unusually low prices. No won- cent for your own suit. Don’t send a 

. 5 : penny. Just send us the coupon. 

r you take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance on every RRS ss 2) J 
ler, and build up a fine permanent income for yourself inspare SSS 
full time. Even if you know nothing about the clothing business, 
1 can earn good money as soon as you receive this FREE Sample 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get 
your own personal suits, topcoats and 
overcoats without paying 1 cent— plus 
your big cash earnings. You pay noth- 
ing for samples, for supplies, and not a 


STONE-FIELD CORPORATION, Dept. R-964 
532 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, IMinois 


8 Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
| WEAR AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush de- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with 
actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE, 


ise. Everything is simply ex- 
ined, including how easy it 
otake measures. You’!l won- 


r why you never got into this 
z-profit business before. Do I 4 TRY | 















ow. Rush coupon today! ' 
STONE-FIELD BULAOU yt ics 
CORPORATION OE RAS j Address... 
532 S. Throop St., Dept. R-964 ! i a oe oe | 


Chicago 7, lilinois 
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Cut high up from 
wr Black. Sizes 22 


Miracle under-an-ounce foar 


tion urge you and UP. rubber pads fit into shaped 
Cotton. White only. Sizes 32 pockets on hip and derriere 
to 36 B, 32 t0 42C. $3.93 and are YOUR SECRET! Knitted 
32 to 42 0. $3 Rayon Acetate Powerfiex white, 




















Black. Sizes 22-30 inch waist 


$12.99 
a. 


‘3873 COUNTER POmT 
Frederick's famous pointed 
“m-up” pushup tra but 
without pads! Specially de 
signed shell cups combine 
with | waderwwing to push 
up m lifts bust 
to high pomted perfection 
with cleavage! Front hook 
closing. Acetate satin cups 
Acetate, Rubber and Polyester 
Biack or White Sizes 32 to 
3% A, B.C $3.99 
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Slither your seductive way 


sert dips past your bosom. 
adding the right . Tiny 
buttons repeat on sleeves 
Lined. Black, Mink, or Green, 
all trimmed with Seige. Sizes 
7 to 17; 8 to 16. $13.98 


a 22623 «VAMPIRE WES 
Piunge neck unearthes cleav 
age enhanced by fully-boned 
bosom building bust. Shimmer 
acetate faille 
sheath style, slits in front to 


img rayon and 


feveal. Back lunges too, with y 
dramatic web of grosgrain .S. rabbit fur. Black, 
weaving patter of delight Bold —, Emeraid Green, 


Black. Red or Turquoise 
10 to 18 $ 


tp 


Sizes 
13.99 


7, 
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CHARGE iT 


at Frederick's 









ly washable! jer- 
sey. Black, Red, or White. 
Sizes 32 to 38. $7.98 


ti 


on a 
slimming cummerbung belt 
Black, Powder, 
Sizes 8 to 16. 








with a lavish flurry 

white fur at the hemline... 
a delicious distraction for 
= evenings! Rayor Acetate 
atin, trimmed with fluff 
white U.S. 


fur. Sizes 6 to 18. $12.98 





Oo #2881 CLASSIQUE 

A beautiful basic sheath, the 
an " ward- 

robe. Wear this sheath un- 

adorned or wi . scart, or 


wi 
necklace and Voila! You have 
several dresses ali in one 
classic. 8742% wool, 1242% 
nylon. Rump lined. Ebony 
Black. Regal Biue. Leaf Green, 
or Red $12.98 
+2284 WITCHCRAFT 
No slink siunk without that 
magic effect when you don 
this femme fatale favorite’ 
Poured-on sheath styling 
accents bosom with that oh 
so-effective Empire tine. Cot- 
ton tace. fully Rayon taffeta 
lined. Black. Red. White, Aqua 
Sizes 8 to 20 $17.99 






You can 










DEPT. NO. 3801 
430 W. CAMUENGA 


WOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF 
(ORDER BY = NUMBER 





? P| #27532 ENCHANTRESS 
Suit your fancy in this charm 
ing ensemble. Slinky skirt 
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mates with fashionable short t + 

jacket of dramatic cotton lace t Sze tet COLOR | 2nd price 1 

over acetate taffeta. Satin i H 
cummerbund highlights warst 

white. Candlelight Berge, | 1 

Black SizesB6to 16 $16.99 i | 7 
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ia 196) - HOLLYWOOD mau ORDER § 

8 OL ENCLOSE PAYMENT (Add 35< Postage £ 

@ ©) SENMO C.D (1 enctose $1. deposit on each item 1 
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ent colors for real fashion & ‘ 

“know-how!” ©. 4% ‘ a ‘ 






Ha, 87 
wool, 12%% nylon. Black, 
Apple Red, Bive or Green 
Sizes 8 to 18. $16.93 











And you, too, can have a glamorous 
complexion! Just start using Black 
and White Bleaching Cream as 

and see your skin get a lighter, brighter, 
softer look. 

Its bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science knows 
no faster way of lightening skin. Be 
sure to start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream this very day. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


43¢, 65¢. 


BLACK 4x2 WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 














SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 


ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
G Only or 


*You’ li love sheen rings—the simulated 
diamonds loo ike a ‘“‘million dol- 
lars’ oe sparkle with many stones. 

SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman only 
1 for both rings. 


tlt, 






e or yello gold 
— effect or Peon sliver mount: 


30 Church St., Dept. rwies ‘Siew York 7, NY. 





Both rings for $1 





LEARN UPHOLSTERY 


; in your spare time 
Str} 
N' 


run your own 
? eos’ AT HOME 


1102 BE YOUR 


OWN BOSS 
BOOK Ba 





profitable business AT HOME. Enjoy 
Steady income, independence. You're in 
demand in booming Custom Furniture 


SAMPLE 
LESSON 
WITH COURSE 
YOU MAKE 
LIPPER 


Right off, you start learning AT 
HOME with oe, frames, — =< 3 
terials. ALL FREE with your N. 
State-Approved UTS Home Study 
Course. Learn professional custom up- 
holstery, reupholstery, furniture finish- 
ing, repairs. Make oe slip covers, 
window cornices, ushions and dra 
peries. — “9 WHILE YOU “LEARN, 
in spare . . the UTS easy way. 
FREE inustraied Book—Sample Lesson 

Get ready for well-paid job, big 


/ 


« ss. Write today 
‘or FREE Book with sample lesson. No 
obligation—no salesman Also _train- 
ing in N. Y. school. Accredited Nat’! 
Home Study Council. pproved. 
UPHOLSTERY TRADES SCHOOL 
Dept. PA-101-10, 721 B’way, N. Y. 3 
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Cover Photo of Beverly Gillohm 


By Howard Morehead 


Tan’s January cover girl is 23-year- 
old Beverly Gillohm, a cosmetics 
salesgirl for a Los Angeles drug 


store chain. 





TAN is yet og) monthly by Johnson ragga, Co., Ine 

ices at 270 Avenue of The Americ Los Angeles office at wes Wilshire vd.. verly ills, 
under oa Act of March 3. 1879. © Copyright 1961, by Johnson Publishing Co., Ine. — 
All manuscripts submi tted should he accompanied by self 
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EDITOR 


Sammy Scores 

I always enjoy reading Tan Magazine. I 
have been reading it for such a long time, 
about three years, but this is my first time to 
write. What hit me in the September issue 
was, “Sammy Davis’ Roughest Romance.” I 
really enjoyed reading his and May’s story, 
and how they are sticking to their romance. 
If they really find love, may God be their 
guide. 

I also enjoyed “Too Much Temptation.” So 
keep the good work going. I get answers to 
my own problems from your book. 

Lillie B. L. 
Palatka, Fla. 


Having read your September edition of TAN, 
a truly magnificent publication, I wish to ex- 
press my appreciation for the wonderful article 
about Sammy Davis Jr. 

The reason | was so much attracted to the 
article is because I too am contemplating mar- 
riage to a white girl (German) whom I[ met 
during my tour in the army in Germany. | find 
it extremely difficult for a Negro to marry a 
member of the Caucasian race, however. I 
plan to return to Germany in January after my 
discharge from the service, and marry. I know 
that I will be subject to much hardship when 
I return to the States, but as Sammy says, 
“Career doesn’t mean everything,” and if he 
can chance his career, I can chance mine. I 
have nothing comparable to what he has to 
lose. I congratulate Sammy and he has given 
me more courage in facing my future. 

In closing I wish to congratulate your maga- 
zine for the many fine articles, and please con- 
tinue to publish many more. 

SP5 Clifton G. Hattett 
Fort Lewis, Wash. 


Likes September Issue 

I am a regular TAN reader, and I would like 

to thank the publisher of Tan Magazine for 

their great September issue. “Not Good 

Enough For Him,” “One Of The Crowd,” and 

“How He Proposed, by Ruby Dee,” were excel- 

lent, and I would like to thank all of the Tan 

personnel who took part in making those 
stories possible. 

William Hill, Jr. 

Cincinnati, Ohio 


Tan Educational 
It is indeed encouraging to read a magazine 
of such intellectual versatility. “I Lived A 
Nightmare” presents to all classes of humanity 
an eye-opening and heart-searching message in 
moral decency. Parents and educators have 
the future of America in their hands, therefore 
it Is imperative when nations are striving for 
an all-around supremacy, that all people re- 
gardless of race, nationality and creed work 
together for righteousness and nothing else. 
Please continue to enlighten people as you 
have done for some time. 
Richard Wilburn 


Norristown, Pa. 
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Your farnily needs Scotts Emulsion 







...the cod liver oil tonic 





«helps them make a faster recovery from colds 
* builds them up against catching new ones 


Remember way back, when you and most everyone took cod liver oil? Mother 
was sure it was one of the best ways to build you up and fight off colds. How 


right she was! Now, your whole family can get 


these same cod liver oil benefits, without 
the old taste. Take new Scott’s Emulsion 
to winterize your body against colds. 


New Scott’s Emulsion is rich in cod 
liver oil, one of the finest sources of the 
natural A and D vitamins needed to help 
them make a faster recovery from colds 
... and to help build them up against 
catching new ones. And Scott’s Emulsion 
is homogenized so its full benefits start to 
work right away. 


So if colds seem to drag you and your 
family down all winter, start today to take 
Scott’s Emulsion, the cod liver oil tonic. 


Scott's Emulsion 
. - - Specially made to winterize 
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Tonic bood 


SCOTTS Supplement 






body against colds ! 












| would be very grateful if you would print 
ny name in the Pen Pal columns of your Tan 
Magazine which I think is just fabulous. 
| am sixteen years old, weigh 100 lbs., 4’ 6” 
tall, have black hair, dark brown eyes, and a 
ight brown complexion. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, writing letters and reading. I would like 
to correspond with boys and girls between the 
ages of 16 to 20. I will answer all letters and 
exchange photos. 
Mary Johnson 
Route 1, Box 25 
Quinton, Va. 


| am a regular reader of your magazine, and 
vould like to become a member of your Pen 
Pal club. I am stationed with the U. S. Army 
in Germany. 
| am 19 years old, 6’2” tall, have brown eyes, 
black hair, with a medium brown complexion. 
would like to correspond with girls of ages 
16 to 21 all over the world, regardless of race 
ind nationality. 
Vy hobbies are modern jazz and sports. I 
romise to answer all letters and would love to 
exchange photos. 
PFC Preston J. Johnson 
RA18-558 762 
Hq. Trp. 3rd Recon. Sqd. 2nd A/C 
APO 114 
New York, New York 


I'm hoping this letter will find its way to 

[an’s Pen Pal section. I am 27 years old. My 

bbies are writing, dancing, swimming and 

tamp collecting. | would enjoy hearing from 

others who are in foreign lands. I will answer 
letters promptly. Thank you. 

Mayme Sanders 

232% East 4th St. 

Michigan City, Ind. 


Please add my name to the list of those who 
Tan to be a great magazine. It would 
please me very much if you would print my 
equest for Pen Pals in the earliest possible 
issue. 

| desire letter exchanges with young ladies 
ages 16-26. Age 22 myself, I am 5’10”, 168 lbs., 
brown-eyed, and medium brown complexioned. 
\mong other things I like dancing, music and 
vriting. That I will answer all letters received 
s more than a promise: it’s a certainty. Thank 

1 in anticipation. 


KnOW 


Franklin Guice 
1224 Cleveland 
Wichita, Kans. 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pal columns? I am a Negro girl, 22 years of 
age, 5'6”, 135 lbs., have brown eyes, and black 
hair with a gold streak in front. I love sports, 
nusic, dancing, reading and writing. 

| would enjoy corresponding with boys and 
zirls from all over the world between the ages 
»f 20 and 30. I promise to answer all letters as 
promptly as possible. and exchange photos if 
equested. Please write to: 

Velma Barron 
1316 Ingalls St. 
San Francisco, Calif. 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 





new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the | 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) | 


I am a regular reader of TAN, and would 
appreciate very much if you could enter my 
name in your Pen Pal columns. 

I am a 17-year-old high school senior, and a 
Caucasian. Since | am an “Army brat,” I have 
had many good friends of all races. I am 5’7” 
tall, weigh 120 lbs., have auburn hair and a 
year-round tan. I enjoy swimming, writing, 
reading, dancing and bowling. | would like to 
correspond with young men and girls, regard- 
less of race, nationality or creed. | shall an- 
swer all letters, and exchange photos. Thank 
you very much. 

Judith Schwarz 
309 South Hope St. 
Hampton, Va. 


I’m a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
rate it superior. I would love to have you 
publish my name in the Pen Pals section. 

I’m 19 years old, 5’8”, have dark brown hair, 
dark brown eyes, and tan complexion. | ma- 
jored in Business Education in college and I 
like progressive jazz, sports and dancing. My 
favorite pastime is reading novels. 

I would like to correspond with fellows (es- 
pecially servicemen) between the ages of 19-29. 
I will answer all letters promptly. 

Jean Hill 


10 Hill Road 
Hanbar Acres 


Port Washington, L. I., N. Y. 


Please enter my name in your Pen Pal club. 
I am a senior in school. I am 17 years old, 
have light brown complexion, and am tall and 
slender. I am a lover of piano music, in fact | 
play the piano myself. I like movies, ball 
games and other school and church affairs. 

I would like to write some nice girls and 
boys between the ages of 17 and 19. I prefer 
pals in the state if possible. | am planning on 
majoring in music at A & T College next fall. 

Lonnie C. Harris, Jr. 
Route 1, Box 86 
Creswell, N. C. 


IT am a regular reader of your wonderful 
magazine, and | think it’s great. Will you 
please enter my name and address in your Pen 
Pal column. 

I would like to correspond with anyone who 
likes to write (especially young men). I am 
20 years old, and weigh 125 Ibs. I stand 5/5”. 
I like music and am sociable. So let me hear 
from all of you. 

Betty Jo Davis 
P. O. Box 123 
Alexander, Ark. 


I would sincerely thank you if you would 
please be so kind as to publish my name in 
your Pen Pals section. I am a German teacher 
in Hamburg. 

I would like to correspond with Negro young 
ladies ages 20 to 27. I will exchange photos 
and answer all letters. My hobbies are paint- 
ing, dancing, photography and all sorts of 
sports. 

Helmut Herold 
Hamburg 34 
Bauerberg 35 
Germany 


| am a regular reader of TAN Magazine and 
would like very much if you would please en- 
ter my name in your Pen Pals column real 
soon. 

I am 17 years old, 5/3”, weigh 125 Ibs. I 
have dark brown eyes, black hair, and a light 
brown complexion. I like progressive jazz and 
my hobbies include reading and sewing. | 
would like to hear from boys and girls between 
the ages of 17 and 22. 

Pauline L. Brooks 
1376 Causy Lane 
Jacksonville 11, Fla. 


! read Tan faithfully and think it is tops. [ 
am Arabian young man, 22 years old, single, 
and would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club and correspond from both female 
and male, any race or ages. I will be happy to 
exchange photos from first letter, and _ will 
answer all letters as soon as received. 

My hobbies are music, dancing, travelling, 
all sports, reading, writing and swimming. | 
trust that you will do your best to help me, 
and | shall thank you in advance for your kind- 


ness. 
Mohamed Abou El-Magd El-Shahawy 
8, Madraset Waley El-Ahd Street, 
Abbasia, Cairo, 
U. AR. 


I am an ardent reader of your wonderful 
magazine, and admit it’s tops. For the past 
four years, I have been thrilled with so much 
wonderful stories. 

I am 22% years of age, cocoa brown com- 
plexion, weigh 145 lbs., with measurements 
36-26-39. I was one of the Parish Queens in 
the Miss Ebony beauty contests for dark girls. 
| would like to correspond with young men in 
U. S. A. and Canada between the ages of 23 
and 40. 

Thank you very much. Keep up that excel- 
lent work. 

Ruby Jean Paul 
5 Gordon Lane 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


| dig your TaN Magazine the most, and 
would like to become a member of the Pen 
Pal list. 

[ am 16 years old. I have black wavy hair. 
brown eyes, am 5/9” tall, and have a light com- 
plexion. I am a rock and roll singer, a g 
dancer, and have appeared on many television 
shows. I would like to hear from young ladies 


between the ages of 13 and 18. I will exchange | 


photos also. 
Harry Frazier 
108 Oraton St. 
Newark 4, N. J. 


| would like very much for you to publish 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 17 
years of age. My hair is brown, and com- 
plexion light brown. My hobbies are music, 
sports and dancing. 

{ would like to correspond with young men 
18 to 21 years old. I will answer all letters and 
will be glad to exchange photos. 

Eleanor Finley 
950 W. Erie 
Chicago, Ill. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


Dear EVE: 

I hope you can help me, but | 
doubt it. | am very shy. I started liking 
this boy about two months ago, and he 
was just beginning to see through my 
shyness. He was beginning to notice | 
liked him, and he was getting ready to 
do something about it. when “she” 
stepped in. Now he’s under her spell. 


My problem is, I can’t get him off my 
mind. I find myself dreaming about 
him at night, and day dreaming about 
him during the day. I just can’t forget 
him. Please print this because I’m sure 
hundreds of other girls have this prob- 
lem also. 

F. M. 
Dear F. M.: 

Easiest way to “get him off your 
mind” is to replace him with someone 
else. But are you sure that’s what you 
want to do? You say you're shy, and 
“she” is a spell caster. How about some 
casting around, yourself? Can’t lick ’em, 
join ’em. 

Dear Eve: 

I am very much in love with a girl in 
another city. I met her about a year 
ago, and have given her some nice gifts. 
She is a nice girl, and she says she loves 
me, and I believe it. She is just 17. 

However, when I go to see her, she 
stays on the telephone and does so many 
other things I don’t approve of. She 
doesn’t get serious about anything. | 
don’t date any more because I don’t want 
to fall in love with some other girl. Can 
you tell me what to do? 

Curious 


Dear Curious: 

Perhaps she wants to keep her rela- 
tionship with you at the pal stage which. 
at her age, may be the best idea. Inci- 
dentally, she is wrong to accept expen- 
sive gifts from you, and it is improper of 
you to offer them. 


Dear Eve: 

I have a big problem. I have been 
married one year and a half. I was true 
to my husband, even went overseas to 
Paris to be with him. I loved him very 
much. I spent eight months with him, 
and he treated me so badly that I can’t 
love him any more. He is much older 
than I. 

I came back to the States, but he re- 
fuses to give me a divorce. I don’t know 
what to do next. 

R. M. L. 
Dear R. M. L.: 

You have not said in what manner 
your husband mistreated you. Consult a 
civilian lawyer (or the Red Cross or 
Army Adjutant General’s Office if he 
cannot help you) to learn if you have 
suitable grounds for divorce. If you 
have, the husband cannot refuse your 
petition, and it is unlikely he would even 
contest. 





Her world was shattered the day she 


discovered she was... 


DIFFERENT" 





The moving story of a young girl’s 


strange problem 


In the February issue of TAN Magazine 
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DO You — — 
Ruins Health, ppiness 

ae xietia Grete nguIckey 
° Ss Use new 





ry promotes aversion n (dislike) - 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. > 
classed as a Treatment or Cure ‘but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
juor. May be taken in secret. New AL COREM 
rinates desire for more alcohol for varying pe- 
ioe GUARANTEED Pure. Aversion treatment is recog- 
nized by Medical Authority. Comes ready to use—sim- 
nstructions included—need not cause time out from 
k. One happy ALCOREM user writes: ‘‘! _— 
\LCOREM $ years ago, and I have not taken 
wanted a drink since then. Pleasesend me ALCOREM 
for a friend of mine who is a heavy drinker.’ 
H. F., Princeton, Ky. As an additional help we send. 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM. 
ial Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
Also WEIGHT CHART to guide reformed 
ker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER NEW ALCOREM NOW 
\TISFACTION OR MONEY BACK, We rush 
)REM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in plain wrapper. 
ostman $9.95 plus C.O.D.and postage. To SAVE 
$1.20 in C.0.D. & postage.send $9.95 with order. 
pown werld wide since 1948 
MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. T-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. - CHICAGO 5. e. 


POEMS WANTED 


Best songs recorded FREE with 7-piece 
hestra. We write music. Send poems for 
REE examination today! 
SONGMAKERS 
Dept. ' 1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES #9 BABIES! 


Send 4¢ stamp for inf sim- 
ple easy-to-follow ovulation ek. tno ‘bress) 
whieh has succeeded in {ths of cases tested. 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T-2 
506 Robert St. St. Paul |, Mian. 

















DESIGN SMART-LOOKING CLOTHES 
LEARN AT BOSE - I SPARE TIME 
Au Excellent Starting Point fer a Career 


Wr ether you wish to make a career of dress designing or 
VV want only to gain the skill needed to create origima 
es for yourself and members of your family, the National 
ool of Dress Design now offers you the opportunity to 
sire ¢ practical basic training which requires only spare 
tudy at home. 
hose with aptitude, our interesting home study foun- 
tion Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketching 
attern Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a sou 
amental ba ckgroand—-a ba ckground which may open 
joor to an eventual fashion eoreee or add fascination, 
ils, and zest, as well as increased skill, to the work of the 
mesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all essen- 
ial phases of styling and costume designing. — — 
t taught by the inspiring “learn-by- en 
ep under the supervision of a qualifi Roe othe 0 
akes a real interest in your progress. 
FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
» and mail coupon below at ogee & for valuable free book- 
dventures in Dress Design,” and full | particulars. Sent 
tage prepaid without obli (No will call.) 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3231, Chicago 14, ill. 


National School Of Dress Design, Dept. 3231 
Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 
Please send me FREE pnd pes ppsié your booklet, 
entures in Dress Design,’ full particulars. This 
es me in nO way. 





credited db y National Home Study Council 











MIDNIGHT LACE 


For artistry of design, Midnight Lace, a mystery melodrama excellently directed 
by David Miller and starring Rex Harrison, Doris Day and Myrna Loy, is a theatre- 
goer’s delight. The script by Ivan Goff and Ben Roberts is an adaptation of Janet 
Green’s British play Matilda Shouted Fire. Its tone of high suspense is set straight- 
away in the opening scene and marvelously maintained with grinding tension to the 
surprise ending. 

Miss Day’s performance as the wife of wealthy Londoner, played by Harrison, 
reveals an ability to do a serious charac- 
terization in depth. Miss Day is the hap- 
less target of a sinister, unseen enemy 
who repeatedly threatens to kill her. 
True to formula, several suspects are 
paraded onto the screen in glowing East- 
man color. The problem is to discover 
the identity of this cunning culprit with 
a penchant for obscurity. 

Producer Ross Hunter, who was re- 
sponsible for the highly successful Pillow 
Talk and Portrait In Black, maintains 
his reputation for luxurious sets and ex- 
pensive female wardrobes. “Women don’t want realism on the screen,” explains 
Hunter, who is convinced most movie-goers are female. Midnight Lace is by no 
reach of the imagination in the tradition of realism, but it is a crackling mystery 
movie which should earn Universal-International a hefty bundle at box offices here 
and abroad. 


A gripping mystery 


SUNRISE AT CAMPOBELLO 


The impact of Warner Brothers’ Sunrise At Campobello will be even more power- 
ful than the much-acclaimed, award-winning play of the same title which Dore 
Schary wrote for the Broadway stage, and which was one of the most-admired plays 
of the 1957-58 season. The play revealed 
Schary’s gift as a playwright and gave 
Ralph Bellamy the finest role of his 
career. 

Bellamy’s re-creation of his splendid 
Broadway characterization of Franklin 
D. Roosevelt is exquisitely right, and at 
times truly moving. Sunrise At Campo- 
bello starts on that fateful August day 
in 1921 when the politically promising 
young Roosevelt is stricken by infantile 
paralysis. Tenderly and tastefully it re- 
counts Roosevelt’s heroic battle against 
invalidism. 

The seven years covered by the film were difficult ones for Roosevelt, full of doubt, 
conflict and courage. Bellamy brings alive again the wit and warmth and dogged 
determination of Roosevelt, and Greer Garson, as his devoted wife Eleanor, gives 4 
scrupulously accurate speech imitation. Hume Cronyn acts persuasively as Louis 
Howe, Roosevelt’s steadfast friend and adviser. So do Ann Shomaker as Sara Delano 
Roosevelt and Alan Bunce as Al Smith. This is a picture of rare warmth and uncom- 
promising honesty, and it has a special significance in this election year. 


An honest re-creation 
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Send A Copy 


lo Your friends 


. . . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 








on, 
jac. j [] If possible send the January issue. 
ap- 
=| On The Reco es, 
are Address___ ee Siainsiathdinanite 
ast- 
me City. Zone___ State. 
ith { haoage BOUND/Eric Dolphy Quintet (New Jazz): As its title suggests this | ‘==s 
is one of that far out musical ventures waxed in that rarefied space where few | ‘ 
re- beyond the likes of Eric Dolphy and Ornette Coleman have dared to tread because | =<, as t 
low these sounds of tomorrow have not been completely made safe by popular approval. | i eet 
‘ins Yet, none have charted this until now never-land with surer pace or more emphatic | CG z St 
- authority than sometime tenor-saxophonist Eric Dolphy, who on this waxwork plays | my. a oe. 
— : his primary instruments: alto-saxophone, bass-clarinet and flute. The West Coaster, | it 
aa who brought his thunder to the East two years ago, features Freddie Hubbard’s | To Se ts 
a trumpet and is backed on this effort by Jackie Byard on Piano, bassist George Tucker 
ere — and the powerful drive of drummer Roy Haynes. 2 a 
Side One boasts: G. W., Green Dolphin Street and Les, while Side Two offers: | City_ Dine Stade 

“245,” Glad To Be Unhappy and Miss Toni. This however is the type of music that | - 

is dificult to write about—it must -be heard; then with no guarantee that you will | ae ae 
sins like it. It may well leave you stranded right here on earth. But those who hear its | To ae ee a 
ore 


message will be truly Outward Bound. 
lays Ce eee 


KELLY AT MIDNITE/Wynton Kelly (Vee-Jay) : Miles Davis, employer of pianist | 











: Wynton Kelly for the past three years, evaluated his musical worth this way: | City____Zone__State____ 
{ “Wynton’s the light for a cigarette. He lights the fire and keeps it going. Without | ee 'e 
him there’s no smoking.” | To 5 ee a 
On this exceptionally fine recording effort, pianist Kelly emerges as a musical chef | 
of the first magnitude, ably assisted by bassist Paul Chambers and drummer Philly Address 
| Joe Jones, in cooking up some of the finest jazz served on wax. City = 
f Kelly at Midnite shows promise of ushering in one of the most inventive pianists ae de 
of our decade. Former accompanist for singer Dinah Washington and keyboard + 
specialist for the late Dizzy Gillespie big band, Kelly has spiraled upward at a 25°22" Dees < wala 
| remarkable pace with an end not yet in sight. "Sees ee 
Side One consists of the Kelly tune, Temperance, and the Babs Gonzalez com- | 
ubt, position Weird Lullaby. From the beginning it is unmistakably clear that here is an City __Zone___State_ ___ 
ged | ideal marriage of instrumental artistry and a demonstration of the many-sided talent 
esa | of Wynton Kelly. Side Two kicks off with a thing entitled On Stage and there | OO ke aa 
ouis ' drummer Philly Joe Jones speaks with rare authority, as Wynton maintains the 
ano — theme and bassist Chambers strokes the swinging underbelly. Skatin’ is a mixture of OE eee 
om- lightheartedness and improvisation, well-garnished with “funk.” Pot Luck is the 
concluding number and Wynton Kelly at Midnite lights it up like day. | | City-—_-__—_____Zone____State_____ 
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Longer hair ged now be yours 


...here is you 
= Raveen. | 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


»* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 





SERERS KS 











“Thank goodness 
for New RAVEEN! 

it makes my hair 
look longer, 






more glamorous!” 


says HELEN WILLIAMS, 
famous mode! and 


Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepora- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 

And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAV EEN- just send 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tox and ISc for postage) to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you af ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.0.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers —it you whoiescier hes 
New RAVEEN, send us his nome and address and we'll see that 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee — you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jor of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it ond we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. + 1808 S. Michigan Ave. + Chicago 16, Ill. 











not yet stocked 
he gets some in 
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N NEWPORT NEWS, VA., 


after a burglar broke into a seafood company, a 
prompt arrest was made by two police officers just right for the job: Joe Fish and | 
Thomas Fry. 


* * * 


In Fair Lawn, N. J., Mrs. Dorothy Norgard denied charges that she used a slot 
machine found in her living room for profit in violation of state laws, claimed in- 
stead she kept the machine to teach her children not to gamble. 


® * * + 


In Miami, Fla., after being jailed for robbing—at gunpoint—a record shop of 


seven Johnny Mathis albums, Timothy Stewart explained: “I don’t even like Johnny | 


Mathis. I did it for my girl friend. She just loves him.” 
* * * * 


In London, England, Mr. and Mrs. John Faithless celebrated their 75th wedding 


anniversary. 
* m * = 


In Los Angeles, Calif., after wounding his wife in the arm and shoulder with five 
shots from a revolver, estranged husband Johnie Harris grumbled: “I don’t know 
why I didn’t get her better. I’m a better shot than that.” 


7 * & * 


In Atlanta, Ga., faithful members of the police department’s canine corps moved 
in on a burglary suspect hiding behind a juke box—after the first dog licked the 
suspect’s hand, the second lunged at him, missed, and bit a policeman’s leg. 


* * * - 


In Portland, Ore., Tom Crane soberly revealed those factors which contributed to 
his living to be 102 years old: “Whisky, smoking and fast women.” 


~ 





a 
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In Washington, D. C., 40-year-old former mental patient Joseph C. Potts explained 
what he was doing on the White House lawn with a ladder, paint brush and bucket 
of red paint—he just wanted to paint two words on President Eisenhower’s wall: 


“I Quit.” 


- * * * 


In Chicago, Ill., nurse Cora Harris, 74, reflected on her good fortune in landing 
91-year-old, bedridden William Woolridge as a husband: “It’s hard to find a good 
man these days. They’re all too wild.” 


* * * e 


In Philadelphia, Pa., an unidentified burglary suspect readily admitted his guilt, 
explained he was driven to crime because he was two payments behind on his 


Cadillac. 


- * * * 


In Bristol, England, city officials passed a vote to make Cemetery Road a one-way 
street. 











.. how easy it is to protect them- 
selves against one common form 
of cancer! 


Uterine cancer, a major cause 
of death among women, could be 
almost 100 per cent curable if dis- 
covered in time! Today a simple, 
painless examination, the “Pap 
Smear,” makes it possible for 
physicians to detect cancer of the 
uterus many months before any 
danger signals appear. 


The American Cancer Society film, 
“Time and Two Women,” will 
show you how to guard yourself 
against uterine cancer. It has al- 
ready been responsible for 
saving many lives. To see it, 

call our nearest office, or 
write to “Cancer” in care of 

your local post office. 


AMERICAN a 
CANCER SOCIETY 


OLD HAIR AGING YOU FAST? 


“SHEEN-QUEEN” Shampoo with sci- 
entific hormones plus lanolin shines 
hair soft and young looking. 

Helps stop dandruff, brittle, cracking, 
and falling hair. Treats scalp as it 
shampoos in one application. Money 
back guarantee. 

Send today for $1.00 trial size contain- 
ing 7500 units natural estrogen hor- 
mone. Large 8 oz. bottle $2.00. 


COSMETICS INTERNATIONAL 
P. O. BOX 191, GRACIE STATION 
NEW YORK 28, NEW YORK 











- {PRESS YOUR HAIR 


IN THE RAIN 


Le NEW “INVISIBLE SHIELD” 
KEEPS YOUR HAIR PERMA-PRESSED 





The Miracle Scientific Pressing Oil “Perma Press” does ail its 
00d work while you press. Nothing else to buy, nothing new to) 
learn. Makes — a@ pleasure and easier than ever. Don't 
lembarrassed he rain or at a sweltering meeting. Learn the! 
joys of neaetel, scientific Perma-Press 
Send your order today. 


YOUR HAIR STAYS PRESSED 3 TIMES LONGER 
OR COSTS NOTHING. 
LARGE SIZE $1.50 ECONOMY SIZE $2.25 


WE PAY POSTAGE when 






now. Not soid in stores 


send cash. check of money order 
YOU PAY POSTAGE and C. oD. charges when you don't send money 
with your order. 

SAVE MONEY send the amount shown with vour erder 


HOWARD Dept. TA2 








317 W. 125th St. 


New York 27, W. Y. 






















ng lines of Dominos’ long, ranch- 
»me belie size of its interior. Fats 
sed two old houses, had them razed 
1 new one. Spacious living room 
left) is center of everything. House 
inken baths, spacious bedrooms and a 
kyard, and is still being improved. 








The Sour Note in 


WELVE YEARS, seven children and 
20 million records after Antoine 
(Fats) Domino, the $100,000-a-year 
bandleader-singer-pianist, made good as 
the king of rock and roll, he and his 
family continued to live in the neat six- 
room bungalow in the old New Orleans 
neighborhood where he grew up. But, 
from the time the Creole-speaking de- 
vout Catholic started out as a piano 
player collecting a paltry $21 for three 
nights a week, he had dreamed of put- 
ting his family in one of the finest homes 
imaginable, the kind he had often seen 
in his far travels. 
Last year, Antoine’s dream came true. 
It cost nearly $250,000. It is a two- 
story home of glass and nearly 40,000 
pale-yellow Roman bricks. The entrance 
is graced by exotic plants grown on drift- 
wood. There is a patio atop the six-car 
garage which contains nearly $50,000 
of rolling stock. The master bedroom on 
the second floor is done in red and white, 
and boasts of silk-simulated, plastic wall 
covering, an original hand-craft mirror 
from Belgium, a king-size bed and raw 
silk draperies from Hong Kong. The 
colorfully furnished living room, sur- 
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rounded on three sides by an indoor 
balcony, has a 24 foot ceiling. The floors 
are inlaid and there is a fabulous bar 
and music system. The kitchen is ultra- 
modern and the porcelain of the house 
alone cost $35,000. It is indeed‘a dream 
house. 

But almost from the first day of con- 
struction, a sour note was developing 
in. the house that rock ’n’ roll built. 
Friends and neighbors began watching 
its progress with breathless anticipation 
and even before the Dominos could get 
settled in their dream house curious out- 
siders arrived at the rate of 150 a day 
for a sneak preview of the gracious liv- 
ing to come. Quickly seizing the oppor- 
tunity, several sight-seeing bus drivers 
extended their routes to give visiting 
teen-agers the thrill of seeing their 220- 
pound, five-foot, five-inch idol and his 
new ritzy home. 

Even after the Dominos moved in, 
their visitors continued to snowball. The 
light bill alone was more than $250 a 
month and their cleaning bill for the 
plush white rugs neared the same 
amount. For Mrs. Domino the dream 
house had suddenly become a nightmare. 

Giving voice to her dilemma one day, 
Rose Mary Domino said: “I want a 
home instead of a showplace.” 

She continued, “It doesn’t take all this 
to make me happy and it doesn’t excite 
me. I can’t even walk around the house 
in a slip with this sideshow going on all 
the time. 

“Antoine thinks people will misunder- 
stand, so he never refuses admission to 
anyone. He thinks they'll think he’s 
changed and stuck up and won't buy his 
records. But doesn’t a woman have the 
right to privacy? You know, if a woman 
has a husband who makes $50 a week 


Old Domino house, to which Rose Mary was very much attached, 
is modest and small. Most of the children were born and reared 
in it. House has six rooms, is near the new one, on same street. 
































Rose Mary does not attend her husband’s performances, but oc- 
casionally Antoine plays and sings especially for her. 


All the seven little Dominos are fans of 

their father and often gather in the music 

room for special song fests. All the chil- 
dren’s names start with the letter A. 
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For Rose Mary the 

dream house became 
a nightmare, with no 
privacy, and visitors 


wandering around at 


all hours of the day 


py-go-lucky appearing, Fats is deep 


and worrier, never wants to be a 
f anything that will embarrass race. 


a Ba 


he old house Rose Mary contentedly did dishes, household chores. She preferred old 


where she had privacy, could live as a normal housewife. In new house she could 
t relax, what with visitors and sight-seers being shown around the house. 





and they live in a hut. she’s better off 
than | am if she’s happy.” 

And during that turbulent period, An- 
toine worried: “It’s like this. You just 
can’t please everybody. Some people 
criticize me for building this home in 
this old neighborhood where I grew up. 
But | don’t live on the land—TI live in 
the house. 

“Sure it’s hard on a wife when you're 
in show business. But I couldn’t make 
$100,000 a year around here. And I'd 
be less than a man if I didn’t try to 
provide the very best of everything for 
my wife and children. I want them to 
have all the things I never had. And an- 
other thing, I didn’t make me, the people 
made me and I’m never going to forget 
it. And I’m never going to get too im- 
portant or turn my back on them.” 

Rose Mary Domino could understand 
the logic in her husband’s position, but 
could not help feeling “I was a much 
happier person in our old, little house. 
I just want a husband and a father for 
my children to be alone with sometimes. 
When Antoine started out I used to 
handle all of his contracts and bookings. 
But | don’t do that anymore. So I live 
for my children and try to raise them to 
take their place in the world. If you kill 
them you can’t eat them, and, after 
all, they, and not Antoine and I, are 
what’s important. So I’m going to live 
here and I could be happy here I guess— 
if we had a little bit of privacy once in 
a while.” 

It is typical of Antoine’s nature that 
he faces each of his problems head on. 
Even when things were at their worst, 
he said: “Nevertheless I think every- 
thing will work out.” 

And work out the sour note that was 
scarring the rhapsody of Antoine and 
Rose Mary the couple did—but first it 
was necessary for each of them to recog- 
nize the other’s point of view and strive 
to reach a happy medium. 

Antoine is by nature gregarious. and 
likes to have the companionship of his 
fellows. He has never lost the friend- 
ship of those who were his buddies be- 
fore he achieved fame and fortune. He 
is a bundle of nervous energy because 
of the stress and strain of show business, 
is hardly able to stay put in the same 
place for long. Yet, he is a devoted 
father to his children and can spend 
hours with his namesake Antoine III. 
who is the spitten image of his father on 
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the keyboard and when he opens his 
mouth to sing. When Antoine’s 12-year- 
old daughter was named queen of the 
elementary school she attends, the father 
interrupted an engagement to fly home 
for her coronation. 

But Antoine also knows the price of 
success in any field is costly and is never 
easy. If it were, he knows everybody 
would be successful. There seems al- 
ways to be knocking around in his brain 
some new melody, some new lyric and 
he knows if he can get them to combine, 
he may have another hit, another mil- 
lion-selling record. And he has a pro- 
found fear of losing the common touch 
because as he once explained: “I think 
most of the people like me because they 
know I am one of them. I sing a lan- 
guage they understand.” 

On the other hand, wife Rose Mary is 
one of those rare persons whose material 
wants are few and who is made happy 
by the simple things of life. She is not a 
clothes horse and wants to be appre- 
ciated for what she is as a person rather 
than how many minks she can afford. 
She has rarely seen her husband per- 
form, yet, respects the fact that he must 
do what he does best rather than for 
any desires she might have of her own. 

And understanding her husband’s 
problem she has been better able to ac- 


























Cause of all the trouble, a bus load of visitors pulls up at the Domino home. Fats waves 


to, shakes hands with them, shows them through his house. Singer does not want to be 
misunderstood by fans who, he fears, will think he’s changed if he refuses admission. 


cept the demands that it makes on him 
and conversely each has given in a little 
bit. The guests have slowed to a trickle 
and Rose Mary more often finds the 
privacy she seeks. And gone. if not for- 
gotten, is the yearning for the little six- 





In happier days in the old house, Rose Mary put children to bed, heard their prayers. 
She feels she was much happier person in the old house. In new house visitors and 
sight-seers once arrived at rate of about 150 a day. caused cleaning, light bills to soar. 


room bungalow that was once the hearth 
and home of her family. 

The story of Antoine and Rose Mary 
Domino is fundamentally the same as 
that of thousands of other couples, but 
the difference comes in the fact that An- 
toine is a famous personality and the 
amount of money involved is more than 
most people have. However the essential 
thing seems to be that they both had to 
employ the same means of solving their 
problems as do the thousands of un- 
known couples regardless of their eco- 
nomic status. And that magic thing was 
understanding. the ability to put vour- 
self in the other fellow’s shoes and do 
as the Indian says: walk 12 paces in 
his moccasins. Civilization has yet to 
come up with a better solution down 
through the centuries. And one thing 
seems crystal clear, regardless of how 
wealthy you may be, not to have had 
understanding is to be a little poor in 
life. 

Today the Domino home abounds to 
the simple laughter and songs of her 
children and to the duets of Antoine I! 
and Antoine III whenever the father re- 
turns from the road. And there is an 
apparent pride in the way they have 
resolved their problem and in the way 
they rebuilt a dream called home. 

THE END 
15 










Let IAN Light Up Your Christmas 


For a Christmas gift that outshines every- 





thing else under the tree, give a years sub- 






scription to TAN. Youll be giving the best 






in dramas of love, matriage and emotional 






contlict, plus information and advice on Beauty, 






Food, Haircare and tips for voung mothers, 






delivered right to the door. So give TAN at 





Christmas—and, get a subscription tor your- 






self. First subscription only $2.50. Additional 






subscriptions $2.00. 






Pay nothing non, we will bill you later. 





TAN, 1820 S. Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, IBinois 
ENTER [) RENEW []) my own subscription. (TAN) 
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I sat there in my new clothes" 
| GAVE waiting for Bob to return. But 
.. it was too late—he never came 


T00 MUCH ¢ 
FOR 100 
LITTLE 


Sometimes whena woman 
marries for love, she’s 
blind to her husband’s 
faults. If she’s lucky she 
never knows the return 
isn’t worth her love 





Vi Y FATHER’S: MOTTO FOR A 
~ happy marriage was to choose 
wisely. then stick it out to the bitter end. 
The end must have been plenty bitter 
for him because my mother’s last years 
were spent in a darkened bedroom that 
echoed from morning to night with her 
complaints. 

l can't remember much about her. As 
the voungest of five children. and a 
toddler when my four brothers were in 
their teens. | was just allowed to see her 
from the doorway. and the only words 
she said when she saw me were: “Take 
that child away!” It wasn’t that she 
hated me—she had lung trouble and 


didn't want me to catch it. 
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e only thing I can remember clearly 
her were her complaints—and 
seemed to be endless. My father, as 
e as he was, could never seem to 
ase her, and soon he gave up trying. 
itched him change from a vigorous, 
1g individual to a man so dominated 
is wife that he cringed every time he 
i her voice. 
nade up my mind then that if | 
r married, no matter what my hus- 
1 did, | would never complain. It 
t occur to me that that vow might 
me into a doormat, or make me 
y prey for the first dominant male 
et. 
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My childhood was a lonely one. After 
my mother died most of my brothers 
married and moved to homes of their 
own. Ernie was the last to go. He was 
the youngest one and had a strong feel- 
ing of responsibility for me. Until I 
met Bob, I felt closer to Ernie than to 
anyone else on earth. But on the after- 
noon that I met Bob Danvers at the local 
feed store I wanted to follow him around 
like the mongrel pup that trailed at his 
heels with worship in its eyes. 

Bob was a big man who didn’t talk 
much and moved with an easy rhythm. 
I thought his dark moods mysterious 
and exciting; he seemed to withdraw 
from reality into a secret world that no 
one else was allowed to enter. After we 
began to date, I wanted to share that 
world with him, to share his long 
thoughts and wonderful dreams, but the 
night that I realized those dreams were 
spawned in bitterness and resentment | 
should have turned around and run the 
other way. Instead. | pitied him, and 
was lost. 

One day we drove up the hill behind 
his father’s house and the smell of fresh- 

ue 








Me Frieda sat there, in my kitchen, 


ealmly smoking a cigarette. 
8 out, I told her. *‘Get out before 
I eall the nolice!” 


a _\ 


“Ger 


Living in such squalor, 
I could only pray for 
things tochange. But the 
change, when it came, 


was not what I expected 
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cut hay was all around us, heady and 
rich with the promise of a good winter 
for farm folk. Bob’s mood was blacker 
than any he had had before, and nothing 
I said could cheer him up. I knew he 
was disappointed that he couldn’t go 
back to Tech Institute that fall and re- 
sented the fact that I expected to enter 
Teachers’ College in a few weeks, but 
when he began to talk it wasn’t about 
college. He told me that he wasn’t 
ashamed of his family, but he had never 
taken me to his home because he knew I 
would not understand them. They were 
very poor and the house where they lived 
was ugly, with almost no conveniences. 

I laughed. “My folks aren’t exactly 
rich, you know,” I said, and meant it, 
though I would have said anything to 
take away the unhappiness in his eyes. 

Bob didn’t smile. There was a lot of 
difference, he said. I didn’t know any- 
thing about his kind of poverty, or the 
drive a man needed to force him to climb 
out of the mess. “Every cent they could 
scrape together was saved for my edu- 
cation. This year there isn’t enough. 
The pump broke. and some farm ma- 
chinery had to be replaced. My sister 
Marjorie was sick-—” 

“Bad luck comes to everybody, Bob. 
Next year—” 

“There won't be any next year, for me. 
Not in college. Once I start working, 
I'll never go back. I’ve been hungry too 
long.” 

In the moonlight I saw him looking at 
me with a different kind of hunger, one 
that food couldn’t satisfy, and a shiver 
ran up my spine because I wanted him 
too, so much that my body flamed with 
yearning. The arm that circled my shoui- 
ders tightened, then roughly pushed me 
away. 

“You'll meet other men at college and 
forget I’m alive.” he told me almost 
angrily. “I’m always on the losing end.” 

“Not this time. I couldn’t forget, be- 
cause I love you.” My own voice sounded 
far off and shaky. 

For a brief moment his arms reached 
out for me then they dropped back 
against the torn upholstery of the truck. 
“It wouldn’t work,” he said and I saw 
the expression of hopelessness come back 
into his eyes. “Nowadays girls are soft. 
When they marry they want the works, 
all wrapped up in stainless steel and 
baked enamel. Push-button women, who 
want every nickel their husbands can 


make, and more besides.” 

That didn’t sound like Bob and | 
wondered if he had told his family about 
me, if this was their way of fighting 
back. He was the only son and I knew 
that his mother almost worshipped him, 
and that they wouldn’t want him to 
marry someone that they considered out 
of their class. But I couldn’t bear to see 
the unhappiness in his eyes. 

“That’s not true.” I said. “I’d accept 
whatever you could afford to give me. 
and like it. 1 wouldn’t expect much, to 
start with.” 

“More than I could give you, though. 
Driving myself like a mule this summer. 
I’ve saved three hundred dollars. Half 
of that has to go to pay for Marjorie’s 
operation and my new job at the elec- 
tronics factory wouldn’t put a decent 
roof over your head.” 

I thought of the eight hundred dollars 
in my own bank account, saved from 
baby-sitting jobs and part-time work in 
a store ever since I was old enough to 
earn anything at all. After years of 
planning for an education, I knew sud- 
denly that helping to create a home for 
Bob was the most important thing in 
the world for me. I moved over into his 
arms and told him that if I was married 
I wouldn’t need the tuition money. 

“It will be sort of like a dowry, won’t 
it? We could rent a small apartment—” 

I felt him stiffen and draw away. 
“Apartment! Rent money should help 
pay off a mortgage and the kind of house 
I’m thinking about is the sort most girls 
wouldn’t even spit on. You wouldn’t live 
in a shack like that.” 

There was a strange tightness in my 
throat. “You've already found a place?” 

“My father has. It’s a buy at $3,500, 
with eighty acres, and land values going 
up fast. but you couldn’t live there, 
Dellie.” 

“I could, with you.” 

For a long time he looked down at 
me. A muscle twitched in his jaw and 
his face was drawn and harsh in the dim 
light, then his mouth came down hard 
on mine and something inside me 
churned with wild ecstasy. After a while 
he began to talk as I’d never heard him 
talk before and I was able to peek into 
that secret world of his. There was no 
darkness there. Everything was big. 
bright, expensive. Someday he would 
drive the biggest car on the market. 
Someday he would live in a beautiful 


house with a wide green lawn where his 
kids could play. Someday his bank ac- 
count would choke a dozen horses. 

“It will mean scrimping to save every 
dime, washing clothes in a tub, eating 
hamburg, raising our own chickens and 
vegetables. Can you take it?” 

He didn’t need to ask. The differences 
between us didn’t matter. differences in 
background, dreams. Nothing mattered 
to me now but the wonderful future we 
were going to share together. 

My father made no objection to the 
marriage, but, Ernie seemed worried. 
People around town were saying that 
Bob was a queer duck, too silent and 
moody. Nothing could stop that sing- 
ing inside me, though, and on the day 
I was to have left for college, Bob’s peo- 
ple became my people. I was determined 
never to question anything he said or 
did. 

My heart sank a little when I saw the 
house. It was small. with a sagging 
ridgepole and the paint had peeled from 
the old clapboards. Bob was looking at 
me so I smiled and said it was lucky I 
knew how to swing a paintbrush. He 
stopped dead in his tracks, scowling. 

“I thought you said you could take 
it,” he reminded me, jerking my suit- 
cases out of the rear of the truck. “We’re 
not going to spend a cent on this dump, 
ever.” 

“But I just thought—” 

“In my family the man does the think- 
ing.” he snapped and stalked off to the 
side door that led to the kitchen. That 
was the only door we used for many 
years. The hinges on the front one had 
rusted through. 

We spent our honeymoon sorting out 
the cast-off furniture our two families 
had donated, trying to spread them 
around so the rooms wouldn’t look so 
empty. The layout was simple, a big 
kitchen, a living room with a smaller 
room adjoining, on the first floor, and 
three tiny bedrooms on the second. 
Everywhere the wallpaper was loose or 

hanging in strips, and the wind blew 
through crevices in the bare plaster. 

That night Bob made an attempt to 
apologize. “Sure it’s a dump.” he said, 
“like I warned you it would be. But the 
land is worth every penny we put into it. 
If we can wait until values really go up, 
we can sell and move to a nice house. 
There’s no sense in trying to fix this 
place up—we won't be here long 
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enough to bother with it.” 

Somewhat cheered, I started a fire in 
the range. The picnic basket I brought 
from home bulged with enough food to 
last several days. We ate in the kitchen 

n a bright checkered tablecloth that hid 
the scars on the rickety old table. 

Late that night I woke up and heard 
the wind howling around the house. I 
hadn’t been prepared, earlier, for the 

iolence, or the pain, of Bob’s lovemak- 
ig, but now he was asleep and warmth 
idiated from his big, quiet body. Dark- 
ness hid the scars of neglect that showed 
o glaringly in daylight in the little room, 
ind as | listened to the lashing rain I 
snuggled down close to Bob’s broad 
back, relaxed and comfortable in the 
st we made together on my grand- 
nother’s long unused feather bed. 


From Bob’s thirty dollars a week we 
saved ten, and six months later, after a 
big raise to forty a week, we continued 
to live on the old scale and saved twenty. 
Hamburger was thirty cents a pound. 
We ate it mixed with breadcrumbs, in 
meatballs, meatloaf, casseroles, with rice, 
at the rate of half a pound a day. Bob’s 
father brought over some vegetables 
from his farm, and we stored them on 
the dirt floor in the cellar—carrots, cab- 
bage, potatoes and later a bushel of pars- 
nips. Staples cost little and went a long 
way. Our grocery bill seldom reached 
five dollars a week. Sometimes we were 
able to save more, and those were happy 
ones because the strain left Bob’s face 
and he seemed proud of me. 

I was surprised that he wasn't more 
pleased when I got pregnant, since he 


A sharp. terrible. ripping pain, and the 


baby I wanted but knew we couldn't 


afford was lost. and with it my dreams 





By the end of the first week I had 


hung up some curtains at the win- 
dows. The floors were scrubbed and the 
new dishes, a wedding present from my 
were on freshly papered 
shelves. The kitchen, at least, had a 
homey look. Bob seemed so cheerful one 


vening that I remarked that Ernie had 


brother, 


found some rolls of wallpaper in our at- 
tic and had promised to help me re- 
decorate one of the rooms. Bob exploded. 
You aren't Ernie’s little sister any 
ore. Youre my wife. | told you we 
weren't going to spend a cent on this 
shack.” 
| started to explain that the job 
uldn’t cost much of anything, then I 
y the dark anger spread over his fea- 
tures and stopped. The rest of the eve- 
ning he gave me the silent treatment. It 
was worse than a blast of words, worse 
than anything | had known. And it lasted 
for hours. | was lucky, though I didn’t 
it then. Later I dreaded those 
which sometimes lasted for 


know 
silences, 
days, more than anything in the world. 
| felt shut out, sick with loneliness. He 
seemed to retreat behind an invisible 
wall where I could not reach him. Noth- 
ing | said or did made any impression 
on il. 
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had said he wanted children, lots of 
them. But it was always later, when we 
could afford to give them more. In spite 
of that | pumped my mother’s old sew- 
ing machine with joy, sure that by spring 
when the baby came Bob would be so 
pleaséd that he would not object to my 
fixing up a nursery in one of the little 
rooms upstairs where our child could be 
cozy and warm. 

Johnny came early. Maybe | wasn't 
strong enough to carry him full term. 
He was a handsome baby with soft hair 
and large dark eyes. and | loved to bury 
my face in the soft creases of his neck 
and hear him gurgle delight. 
Tucked in a nest of blankets he didn’t 
feel the cold, but I knew that as soon as 
he could crawl, the wind that blew 
through our sieve-like house would chill 


with 


him. 

For Johnny I had to risk Bob’s anger, 
especially when I began to have morning 
sickness two months after he was born. 
After dinner one night I told Bob I was 
going to have another baby and that we 
had to fix up the nursery before winter. 
With more than five hundred dollars in 
the bank he shouldn’t object to buying 
a little paste, some brushes and plaster. 
Instantly he was on guard again, moody 








and suspicious. I tried to explain. 

“We can’t let the children live in the 
kitchen all year, the way we do,” I said, 
trying desperately not to cry. “The new 
baby will come in January, the coldest 
month of the year.” 

“So we've saved a little money,” Bob 
growled. “We’re not going to spend it 
on this shack,” and he slammed out of 
the door. 

If we had had a telephone | would 
have called Ernie that night. For a few 
weeks after Johnny was born it had been 
easy to look on the bright side of my 
world, but now [| knew that living was 
not merely a matter of personal joy or 
sorrow. | was not strong enough to have 
babies so fast. Fixing up the house had 
become a matter of survival, not only for 
my children but for myself too. 





The closeness between Ernie and me 
had existed since I was a small child. 
| know that he sensed that things weren't 
right between Bob and me, and he drove 
over the next morning after chores. 

*How’s my nephew ?” he grinned, lift- 
ing Johnny out of his crib. I saw his 
eyes move around the kitchen, taking in 
the wet diapers on the soapstone sink, 
the pile of dampened shirts rolled up and 
waiting to be ironed. Smoke had seeped 
through a crack in the stovepipe and 
the air was heavy with it. | was painfully 
conscious of my hair needing to It 
combed, and the too snug fit of my 
housedress. If Ernie noticed, he didn’t 
say anything. 

| wanted to throw my arms around 
him and cry my heart out, but the mem- 
ory of Bob’s taunt that I wasn’t Ernie’s 
little sister any more kept getting in the 
way. So I caught my underlip between 
my teeth and watched him pick up 
Johnny and tickle him. Johnny loved 
that. In another minute we were all 
laughing as though the world were as 


bright and beautiful as I believed it | 


would be that day so long ago when | 

had made a vow never to complain. 
“Why don’t you come over to the 

house for a few days?” Ernie asked me, 
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to ask.” 

“Oh I couldn’t. Bob would hate being 
alone.” 

“You look as though you could use a 
holiday.” He put Johnny back in the 
crib and looked at me straight, the way 
he always did at home. “You’re going to 
have another baby aren’t you, sis?” 

“Yes, but I want it! I want lots of 
children!” 

Ernie laughed. “Okay. Don’t holler 
about it. I like kids too. Ask Mary.” 

The way he was grinning made me 
catch my breath. “Is she—” 

“Sure. We’re both tickled pink.” 

For a few seconds I was filled with 
strange jealousy as I thought of Mary 
bringing a new baby home from the 
hospital to her clean, shining little home. 
Ernie wasn’t rich, but he owned his farm 
and worked nights in a factory, and he 
and Mary had created a beautiful home. 
Deep inside, | was glad for them, yet 
when I thought of that drafty room up- 
stairs where my own babies would sleep 
through the cold months of winter, I 
felt sick. By giving in to Bob’s whims 
| had been unfair to my children. 

Suddenly cold 
anger. “Ernie, does Pop still have that 


jealousy turned to 
wallpaper in the attic?” 

“Nope.” He rumpled Johnny’s hair 
then came over to me, grinning. “It’s on 
the back seat of my car. There aren't 
many chores to do around the farm now 
and I can spare a few days to fix up that 
nursery. How about Bob—will he be 
sore?” 

“It doesn’t matter. I can’t let my kids 
freeze.” Tears of gratitude began to spill 
from my eyes. 

“Skip it, Dellie. 
plaster and brushes. We won't need 
paste for a couple of days, but I'll need 
help.” 


I brought along 


E WORKED LIKE MAD. 

hour we had Johnny’s few belong- 
ings stowed away in the kitchen cup- 
board. He could sleep there and be 
warm, until the job was finished. 

The old paper came off in long strips 
and a lot of plaster came off with it. By 
the middle of the afternoon the room 
looked like a hopeless mess. Powdery 
dust got into my hair, on my clothes 
and up my nose. I began to cough. Ernie 
turned around to look at me, then sent 
me downstairs. 1 knew he was thinking 
about Mom (Continued on Page 70) 


In an 


still looking at Johnny. “Mary told me 








































Watching Johnny play, I thought how it would be to live in a 
decent house that had warmth and kept the wind and rain out 
21 

























I knew what we were doing was wrong, but 
I couldn’t leave, couldn’t break away. Even 
after I met Chester, and wanted things to 


be as they had been, I knew it was too late 
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|, ipmneete IN EMERSON HIGH spoke above a whisper that Monday morning. 
Because by then the news was all over school. Evelyn Baker was dead. She 

had died of an abortion the day before. 
“Golly, how could it be?” Joyce Downs wondered aloud. “Why, she was in 
school only last Friday and you’d never have thought anything was wrong.” 








“I heard she had it Saturday morning, and Sunday afternoon she began to 
hemorrhage,” Debbie Baker said. 

There were five of us girls standing just inside the entrance. We were all 
sophomores and we’d all been going around together ever since we'd been in high 
school. Only last week there’d been six of us. . . 

“Evelyn was so quiet. I never even knew she had a bey friend.” I heard my 
own hushed voice and a shiver ran all through me. Poor Evelyn—she’d never 
speak again. Never laugh or join the gang for cokes. She was dead. Tomorrow 
they’d put her in the ground. Her life was over before it had really begun . . . 

The warning bell rang and we all jumped. 

“Let’s all get together after school,” Lucy Jameson said. “We can’t go to the 
funeral because it’s private, but I figure—well, we can sort of have our own 
little service for Evie. My home, huh?” 
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ure,” we all said at once. Lucy was 
inoficial leader of our group. She 
tall, attractive, and fifteen like me 
| most of the others, but in lots of 
she seemed older. She had an opin- 
about everything and she never 
ibted that she was right. Most of the 

| didn’t feel sure of anything! 
| was hurrying to my first class when 
Malloy fell in beside me. Vince 
is a head taller than I, dark; and real 
od-looking. For the last three weeks 
we'd been going together—not steady, 
but almost. I usually knocked myself out 
rying to please him because he was a 
fic catch and I was afraid to death 
losing him. He liked gaiety, so most 
e time when we were together I just 
bubbled over. But this morning—well, I 
felt so bad about Evelyn that tears 
sprang into my eyes when I looked up 


[sn’t it awful about Evelyn?” I whis- 


Yeah, that was a real surprise,” he 

sid. “She and her guy couldn’t have 

ich sense, letting her get into a mess 

ike that.” For a second he looked pretty 

Then he shrugged. “I'll pick you up 

ifter school,” he said. “The old lady’s 

letting me have the car to run some er- 

for her. We can sneak out to the 

I’m sorry, Vince,” I cut in. “I just 

Some of us girls, we’re having a 

neeting at Lucy’s—sort of a memorial 
e for Evelyn.” 

[t didn’t surprise me when Vince’s 

eyes sparked with anger. He liked 

to have his own way in everything. And 

that had been giving me plenty of worry 

e I'd been going with him. He had a 


teaser’s club, 


It started with a pledge of 


virtue, degenerated into a 


and before it 


ended, became a public scandal 


beginner’s license, and once a week his 
folk would let him take the family car. 
He always parked and started necking, 
and lately he’d been getting pretty sore 
when I’d stop him from going too far. 

“Sounds pretty morbid to me,” he 
said. For a minute he looked like a sulky 
little boy. Then he erased the frown and 
flashed a cute little grin. “Come on, 
change your mind and come for a ride,” 
he said. “I promise to behave.” 

It was hard to resist him when he acted 
sweet. But still I shook my head. “I just 
can’t, Vince.” I couldn’t let my girl 
friends down—especially Lucy. She’d 
been nice to me when nobody else had. 
Besides, I felt pretty let-down with Vince. 
He didn’t seem to feel the tragedy of 
Evelyn’s death at all. 

“Okay, don’t.” He swung away from 
me and walked into class with some other 
kids. 

Miss Robbins, our history teacher, 
seemed to realize that nobody felt like 
doing any class work, so she let us use 
the period for studying. Only I don’t 
think anybody really studied. I know I 
didn’t. I kept thinking of Evelyn and 
of how terrible it was that she had died 
that way. Then my thoughts worked 
around to myself. There had actually 
been times in my life when I’d been so 
lonely and unhappy that I’d almost 
wished myself dead. 

I'd been born in the slums of a big 
western city. All I remember of my early 
years is hunger and cold and the smell of 
liquor. Finally I was taken away from 
my parents and put in an orphanage. I 
found out later that they wouldn’t sign 
the necessary papers so I could be 
adopted out. The result was that I could 










I smiled and let my eyes 
rove over Pete’s big, 
muscular body, purposely 
leading him on. I didn’t 
like him, but I kept think 
ing: he might be th 
one who got poor Evelyi 





only be placed in foster homes, and none tng 
of these proved steady. I seldom got in a didr 
whole year at one school. I was always shy 
the new girl, the outsider. Just when alm 
I’d have the feeling I was about to be — 
accepted, I’d be moved to a new home. hou 

Then just last year I’d been sent out whe 
to a nice home in the suburbs. The An- T 
dersons were the first people who seemed Lue 
to care more about me than they did 7 
about the money the county paid for my ~~ 
room and board. They were middle- Boy 
aged people whose only child was 8 a 
daughter who had married and moved sata 
across the country. They bought me nice _ 
clothes and encouraged me to bring my aie 
friends home. lor 



































































































































































Only I didn’t have any friends, and | 
didn’t expect to have any. By now I| was 
shy and awkward around other kids. I 
almost felt as if I were letting the Ander- 
sons down—they’d hoped to have their 
house ring with talk and laughter, like 
when their daughter had been home. 

Then a few weeks after school opened 
Lucy Jameson began to notice me, and 
soon I was part of her crowd. There were 
six of us girls and we became real close. 
Boys weren’t too important that first 


year, except as a subject of conver- 
sation. We'd go to the Friday night 
movie together—we’d go skating, and 
we'd have pajama parties. And thanks 
to my wonderful foster parents, I could 


take my turn entertaining my friends. 

This last year, of course, boys had en- 
tered into the picture. Most of us started 
to date pretty steadily. But still I felt 
closer to my girl friends than I did to any 
boy. I just about worshipped Lucy. If she 
hadn’t taken me under her wing and 
given me confidence, none of the boys 
would ever have noticed me. She’d taught 
me how to wear my hair, and how to 
use makeup, and how to act around boys. 

“Flirt a little,’ she told me once. 
“You’re pretty enough. Why act like a 
scared rabbit?” 

I looked in the mirror again and 
saw myself with different eyes. | was 
pretty, in a quiet way. I was small but my 
figure was well-developed. My clear, tan 
skin went nicely with my dark-brown 
hair and eyes. It was after I began to 
hold my head up and let my eyes rove a 
bit that Vince Malloy started to date me. 

He was mad at me now, I thought, but 
I wasn’t too worried. I was too full of 
what had happened to Evelyn and of the 
meeting we were going to have at Lucy’s. 

After school we met at our usual place, 
under the big elm tree out front. I was 
the first one there, but soon Joyce Downs 
joined me. “Hi, Madge,” she said in her 
gentle voice. She was the quietest of the 
group, I thought, now that Evelyn was 
gone. 

Lucy showed up next, then Debbie 
Baker and Myra Leach, walking together. 
Debbie was a pretty, but studious type 
girl. Myra was the clown of the bunch, 
but her round face was as serious now 
as anyone’s. 

We didn’t talk much as we walked the 
half-dozen blocks to Lucy’s house. She 
was the one who usually started the con- 
versation when we were together, and she 
didn’t seem to want to talk right now. 
When we got to her house she called a 
greeting to her mother, then led the way 
into her room. She sat on the slipper 
chair and the rest of us flopped on the 
bed. 

“I’ve been thinking all day, girls,” she 
said, “and I’ve come up with an idea. 
The best memorial service we can have 
for Evelyn is to swear that nothing like 
that will ever happen to us. What I pro- 
pose is that we form a club—a real secret 
club that we'll call the Purity Club.” 

We all sort of gasped, and for a mo- 
ment no one said anything. Then Debbie 
Baker said, “But—but we all intend to 
stay pure till we’re married, anyway, 
don’t we? I know I do.” 





“Yeah, that’s right,” Myra said. Then 
with a hint of her usual grin she added, 
“Besides, nobody’s been twisting my 
arm.” Myra had short hair and was 
slightly plump—not pretty, really, but 
everyone liked her for her good nature. 

Lucy’s eyes flashed. When she had an 
idea she got real enthusiastic about it 
and she didn’t like to have anyone find 
fault with it. 

“Of course we all intend to stay pure,” 
she said. “Evelyn intended to, too. But 
she got in trouble, and now she’s dead. 
The same thing can happen to any of us 
if we don’t have some special reason not 
to let it. You know how boys are. They’ve 
got just one idea in their minds and 
sometimes—well, a girl can’t help being 
weak. But if she’s sworn to her fellow 
club members that she won’t give in—” 

I didn’t usually interrupt Lucy, but 
now I was so carried away | couldn’t 
help it. “Lucy’s right,” I said. “I think 
we should form such a club right now, 
and elect her president!” 

“T think you’re right,” Joyce said. She 
was the quiet type, but right now she was 
pretty excited, too. “Boys can be so 
darned persistent,” she said, “and if a 
girl doesn’t have something to cling 
to—” 

Everyone was talking at once then and 
soon we had all sworn a solemn oath to 
remain pure. “I swear on the memory of 
Evelyn Baker—” my voice broke as I 
got out the words and my hand trembled 
so that I could hardly hold it up. 

We spent the rest of the afternoon 
working out the club rules, then Lucy 
served cokes and we all went home. 

Mom Anderson met me at the door. 
“You’re late, honey,” she said. “I was 
beginning to worry about you.” 

I had an impulse to tell her about the 
club. She’d been terribly upset about 
Evelyn’s death, and I knew it would com- 
fort her to know nothing like that would 
ever happen to me. But I’d taken the 
oath of secrecy and I couldn’t go back 
on it for any reason whatever. Instead 
I hugged her. “We just had a gabfest 
over at Lucy’s,” I told her. “What’s for 


supper?” 


T WAS ALMOST a week before I had 
a date with Vince. We went to the 
movies, then he drove out to the Point 
and parked. I knew what was going 
to happen and sure enough it did. 
He grabbed me and began to neck 
like mad. (Continued on Page 57 ) 
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BETRAYED 


DESTINY 


Lvervone knew what had been going on 


etween mv husband and mv best friend— 
vervone but me. that is—until the day 
phony ervstal ball showed me the truth 








| ai WAS SO LIKE Adele to give me a 
surprise party on my twenty-fifth 
birthday. 

She invited me and my husband Bob 
over for cocktails; and when we got 
there, everybody jumped up from be- 
hind chairs and yelled “surprise” and 
it turned out to be a real neighborhood 
party. Andy and Ivy Smith were there 
from next door, Helen and Gil Turner. 
from across the road, and Tom and 
Mary Stacy. And, of course, Adele, and 
her big, easy-going husband, Fred. 

I couldn’t help thinking what a won- 
derful friend Adele was. So generous 
and thoughtful. And I wished that Bob 
would act as if he liked her a little better. 

Adele and I had been friends ever 
since we'd moved into this subdivision 
two years ago. For a while, when I was 
between jobs, we'd had coffee together 
every morning after we got our husbands 
off to work—amine in a downtown insur- 
ance office, hers at a service station he 
was leasing. She was good company, 
and I liked her talkative, bubbling dis- 
position, so contrasting with my own. 
I’m more reserved than Adele, hold 
things inside me more. And | have dark 
hair and eyes, and an olive complexion. 
Adele was fond of saying I was the “mys- 
terious” type. 

‘“Like a gypsy,” she used to say. 

Thinking that I looked like a gypsy 
must have given her the idea of giving 
me a crystal! ball as a gag birthday pres- 
ent that night. It was among the other 
presents on her coffee table; and every- 
body laughed when I tore the tissue away 
from it and shrieked with delight, “Just 
what I’ve always wanted! What is it?” 

Then they were all talking at once, 
making jokes about how I could use it. 

“You could set up a swami shop in 
your living room and tell fortunes to the 
neighborhood kids for ten cents a head,” 
Gil said. 

“Or conk Bob with it whenever he 
gets out of line,” Andy chimed in. 

“Maybe it will help me predict what 
to get for dinner nights,” I laughed. 

And then, everyone was crowding 
around, saying, “Read the future, Lau- 
rie! Tell our fortunes!” Someone turned 
out the lights and left only the candles 
glowing, and I gazed into the shining 
sphere in my hand and pretended to see 
things in it. 

I told Fred that I could see cars lined 
up for blocks waiting to get into his 
service station, painting a glowing pic- 
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ESTINy 


f future prosperity and jingling 
egisters. 
y, I sure hope you know what 
e talking about,” he said. “I could 
1 little of that prosperity right now.” 
told Tom and Mary, who were 
weds, that they could start to dec- 
e their nursery in blue. And I told 
lurner she could expect a new fur 
. and Gil that he’d get a pro- 
n and a nice raise. 
n it was my husband’s turn. 
stood, one corner of his mouth 
ked up in the little half-grin I loved 
ich, and I passed my hand over 
all in genuine gypsy fashion and 
n a real act. Gazing solemnly into 
epths, I pretended to gasp as I 
up at Bob, making my voice 
| ominous and mysterious. 
ee a strange woman in your life,” 
1. “She is coming to me clear now. 
s in a car... driving along the 
hore with you. Her hair is long 
t's blowing . . . and she has on a 
lress—” 
hind me, Ivy Smith snickered. 
of course, hoop earrings—” I 
ht I heard someone shush her 
y as | went on. “She—she seems 
juch in love with you. Now every- 
s going misty—” 
men laughed, patting Bob on the 
and teasing him about his fortune. 
Bob didn’t laugh at all. He just 
| there, staring at me—and, for a 
te, | had the strangest feeling that 
iid something wrong. 
e was an awkward silence, and 
Adele said, “Refreshments, any- 
As she passed things around, she 


put one hand up a little self-consciously 
to fluff the long hair on her neck. The 
light caught and gleamed from her hoop 
earrings—and it was the first time I’d 
really noticed them! Startled, | inad- 
vertently looked at Ivy, and grew sud- 
denly sick at the message her dark, cat- 
like eyes flicked across the room. 

For me, the rest of the evening was a 
strain. We women helped Adele clean up 
the dishes in the kitchen while the men 
watched the fights on television. Then 
we turned on the record player and 
danced on the patio. 

Outwardly, Bob was his old self again, 
gay and laughing. But I couldn’t shake 
the feeling that something was wrong, 
very wrong. I kept watching him when 
he didn’t know I was looking; hating 
myself for the way my imagination was 
beginning to run away with itself. 

Golly, I thought, I really must be some 
fortune teller to start believing my own 
stuff. But the feeling still persisted. Bob 
had looked so funny. No—guilty was the 
word! And the way Ivy had sounded .. . 

When the evening was finally over, I 
put my arm through Bob’s and man- 
aged to say goodnight and thank every- 
one before we left. Outside, the night 
air was cool on my face, but it couldn’t 
reach the burning ache in my heart. 

What was the matter with me? Mak- 
ing up a fortune, and then trying to 
make my best friend fit it, just because 
she happened to answer the description. 
I must be going crazy! And yet, Ivy’s 
look had plainly tried to tell me some- 
thing. 

The moonlight splashed the shadows 
of leafy trees across our path as we 
walked home, but the magic was gone 
from the night. Bob didn’t say anything. 
He seemed deep in his own thoughts. | 
stole a look at his clean-cut, handsome 
profile in the starlight, and wondered 
how I could ever think he’d do anything 
behind my back. I shook my head to 
clear away the gnawing suspicions—but 
they wouldn’t go. That look of Ivy’s 
had meant something. 

I thought of saying something to Bob 
about it, but the words stuck in my 
throat. If it were only my imagination, 
he’d probably think I was stupid. 

But I couldn’t sleep that night, and the 
next day, I called the office to say I was 
ill. Then I telephoned Ivy to come over 
for a cup of coffee. 

She acted almost as if she’d been wait- 
ing for my call, and said she’d be right 


over as soon as she'd set breakfast on 
for her kids. 

As soon as I’d poured her coffee, I 
blurted out my question: “What did 
you mean last night, lvy—about the ear- 
rings?” 

Ivy’s dark eyes narrowed a little. 
“You’re the fortune teller, Laurie,” she 
said guardedly. “I thought you knew—” 

“Knew what?” 

“Well, bless me,” she said in soft won- 
der. “You really don’t know, do you? 
But then, they say the wife is always the 
last to know. Surely you must have seen | 
some of the signs, Laurie—” 

“Signs of what, Ivy?” I grabbed her 
arm. 

“Well, nothing really—” she said, as 
if she relished the look on my face, “— | 
except neighborhood gossip. But there’s 
been plenty of that, I can tell you. And, 
if | were you, I’d watch that girl friend 
of mine a little closer.” 

My heart thudded painfully as I read 
her face, with its mixture of smug satis- 
faction and pity, and guessed that she 
was leaving out more than she said. 

“Honest, Laurie,” she was saying. “I 
thought you knew, or I would have told 
you long ago. I thought sure, the way 
you were spelling it out for Bob last 
night, that you were onto their little 
game—” 


Pain twisted (Continued on Page 52) 
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not divorce him, 
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Peering into the crystal ball I joked, “I see 
a strange woman in vour life.” Evervone 
laughed, but Bob stood there, staring at me 











I reached out for love and in my 


eagerness I nearly destroyed a small 


boy. I was given a second chance at 


life and I almost ruined three people 


XACTLY TWO YEARS AGO TODAY my life ended. I don't 
mean | ceased to live and breath, but for all practical purposes 
my life was over. That was the day my husband and small son were 
killed in a horrible automobile accident that will live in my memory. 
I was in the car too when it went out of control, careened off the road 
and struck the tree, but somehow | managed to survive. | was in the 
hospital for four months. and twice | tried to take my life—or what 
was left of it—and twice | failed. The doctors talked to me, and my 
minister, and a staff psychiatrist, and between them they managed to 
convince me that life in any form was better than death, that it was 
sinful for me to kill myself. and that it was just a matter of my adjust- 
ing to circumstances. None of them convinced me to start living 
again, but between them they prevented me from dying. And so I 
began the kind of existence, rather like living in a vacuum, that I 
have continued for two years. 

1 sold the house that we had just begun paying for—it had too many 
painfully dear memories—and all the furniture, and found a job in 
the office of a construction company. | didn't really care what kind 
of work I did, but | knew I had to find something, not only because 
I had to eat and have a place to sleep, but because | needed something 
to occupy my time. My life from then on consisted of getting up in 
the morning. eating enough breakfast to keep me until noon, going 
to work, coming home. eating and sleeping. There was nothing else. 

Once in a while my sister-in-law Carolyn would persuade me to go 
to the movies with her, but the only thing we had in common was 
Bill, who was dead. She knew | couldn't talk about him, and there 
was nothing else, and so after a while she stopped asking me. And we 
were both secretly relieved. 1 knew too that | made her feel uncom- 
fortable. that she was painfully conscious of the stares and pitying 
glances I| attracted. | had long since become unaware of them. When 
my life ended, all feelings, all awareness ended two. 

The accident. which had taken my husband and son, had left me 
crippled for life. | walked with what | used to refer to as a rather 
grotesque limp. The doctors told me | was lucky to be walking at all. 
It didn’t really make much difference to me—even the pain that came 
with each step for the first few montns didn't really matter. It was 
nothing to the pain | felt in my heart—and there were no drugs to 
lessen or deaden that. 

And so for two years | continued like this—living a kind of mean- 
ingless. empty existence—and then one day everything changed. Sud- 
denly and without any warning my world became full again. my life 
had new meaning, and at first it seemed to be more than | could cope 
with. That was the day I first saw Peter. 

I had been sitting in the park, thumbing through a magazine, when 
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| up to look at a young boy who 
ing with a football not far from 
back was to me but he suddenly 
yund and for just an instant his 
t mine. Then he was off, run- 
ugh a wooded grove, lost to my 
t. But in that instant, when I saw 
the vacuum I had been living in 
troyed, and I knew my world 
ever be the same. For several 
after he left I could only sit * 
back rigid, my hand at my 
y eyes wide, unable to move. 
ally the curious stares of people 
brought me out of my shock, 
a shuddering movement I 
off. 
oung boy I had seen, just for 
ant, had been an exact replica of 
Bobby, who had died in the ac- 
Height, weight, looks, even the 
way he moved with the ball, 
ig had been just like my Bobby. 
r he was gone I could only stare 


“Carolyn. Leried. almost incoherent. 
‘he he’s gone. Peters vrone, and | 


know he ll die— just like Bobby. Oh. 





he woods, trying to see what I ee 
no longer there. Finally I fei 


my God, what have I done?” 


yself and, feeling as though I 
1 dream, started to walk off. 
know where I was going, my 
s still numb, but eventually I 
yself outside the park, and I 


nome. earl; 
ght, for the first time in almost until 

1 a half, I dreamed of the acci- benc 

e again, | was in the car, watch- don 
lessly as Bill wrestled with the I wanted Peter to love me, to need me, as | walk 
1 slammed his foot unsuccess- fearf 
the brakes. I was feeling the car . ° cate] 
hs Sines aera. 1 much as I needed him. I wanted to be just om 
ig the thick tree trunk grow big- I 

. . . . 9 

igger. I was throwing my arm like a mother to him, but I didn’t stop } ‘x 
face and bracing my feet day 

he dashboard. And then I was . same 
ig ia aiasactalie to think that he already had a mother... — 
tering crash as metal struck bein; 
1 my screams were mingling oped 
shatter of the glass. I woke up My « 
Bobby!” was 


xt day I was back in the park, agin 














I stayed there 


early in the morning. 
until late at night, sitting on the same 
bench. I brought a book, but I didn’t 
do much reading. With each person that 
walked past, I would look up eagerly, 
fearfully, and with each child I would 
catch my breath, hoping, not really dar- 
ing to hope. 

I didn’t see him that day, and at night 
I again dreamed of the accident. Each 
day I would return to the park. to the 
same bench, always hopeful. By the end 
of the week my muscles were sore from 
being held so tensely and I had devel- 
oped a nervous twitch in my right eye. 
My crippled leg ached continually, and I 
was beginning to wonder if I had im- 
agined the whole thing and if I could 


possibly be losing my mind. 

But then, on Saturday, | saw him 
again. He was wandering along the 
path, kicking at stones, and I recognized 
him instantly, even though his head was 
I held my breath as I watched 


him, not daring to move, feeling almost 


down. 


as if he were a mirage that could sud- 
denly disappear. 

Just then a woman called, “Peter,” and 
I turned around, startled. The voice had 
sounded like my sister-in-law’s. The boy 
paused and turned around, almost oppo- 
site me, and as the woman rounded the 
bend and came into view, | saw it was 
Carolyn. Before I could stop myself | 
had called her name. 

She looked up, startled, then smiled 
in recognition and came toward me, her 
arm around the boy’s shoulder. I felt 
curiously breathless as I watched the 
two of them coming toward me, Carolyn 
smiling, the boy curious and so very like 
Bobby. 

“Lee,” Carolyn was saying, “we've 
been meaning to come over and visit 
you—” but before she could finish I was 
babbling, almost incoherently, “Carolyn 
—the boy—he’s so—he’s so, like—like 
my Bobby . . .” 

Carolyn looked surprised, then smiled 
and said, “Yes, I guess he is, I never 
noticed it. I don’t think you’ve ever met 
Peter, have you, Lee? He’s been living 
in New York with his father, you know. 
He was just a baby when we got the 
divorce, and I haven’t seen too much of 
him, myself. But John just got trans- 
ferred to South America, and we both 
want Peter to continue his schooling up 
here. So—here he is. Petey, this is your 
Aunt Lee.” 

Before Peter could say anything, I 
said, “I—I can’t get over it, it was like 
Almost 

I still 
feel like I’m in a dream. He’s so like my 
Bobby .. .” 


Carolyn nodded. her face saddened. 


a shock the first time I saw him. 
as if Bobby had come back. | 


“IT guess it must have been a shock,” she 
said sympathetically. “I can see how you 
must feel.” 

Just then Peter interrupted. “Who is 
Bobby?” he demanded. 

“Bobby was my little boy,” I said, 
and I had the strange feeling that I was 
really talking to Bobby again. 

“Did he really look like me?” Peter 
asked. 

“Almost exactly. I have some pictures 
at home, you can see for yourself, if 


you'd like . . .” I suddenly wanted him 
to come home with me. I wanted to re- 
assure myself by pictures that Bobby was 
dead, that this was not Bobby come back. 
If I could see the pictures, with Peter 
right there, maybe I would see the differ- 
ence, see that they really didn’t look too 
much alike, that I had just wanted him 
to look like Bobby, had just wanted 
Bobby to be alive. I knew that if I could, 
I would lose this dream-like, unreal feel- 
ing, this vague sense of shock. 

“Okay, can we go?” Peter asked, 
twisting his head around to look at 
Carolyn. 

“Of course,” Carolyn said, giving me 
a questioning look. 

I stood up and began hurrying toward 
the house. In my eagerness my left leg 
dragged more than it usually does, and 
I turned around just before Peter had 
wiped the look of horror and repulsion 
from his face. It was just there for a 
second, then he was looking at the 
ground, struggling to make his features 
blank. But that second was all I needed 
—to know, and to feel sick inside. 

I had never given any thought to my 
appearance, to how I affected people. | 
had never really cared. But now sud- 
denly it was very important that Peter 
accept me, that he feel no aversion to 
me. But from the look on his face, that 
naked horror that I had seen, I knew it 
wouldn’t be easy. It would be something 
I would have to work at, but if I ever 
wanted to see him again, I knew I would 
have to work at it, and work hard. And I 
did want to see him again, knew | had to. 

That day Peter didn’t stay long at my 
house. I could tell, from the way he 
barely glanced at the picture, saying he 
only looked a little like that boy, from 
the way he accepted the milk I offered— 
gingerly, as if he didn’t really want to 
take it, from the way he asked Carolyn 
anxiously if it wasn’t getting late, that 
he didn’t want to stay at all, that he was 
sorry he had suggested coming. 

But the next day he was back, and this 
time he stayed for a longer time. He 
didn’t want to come—I forced him. I 
had discovered on his first visit that he 
wanted a model rocket ship that he had 
seen in a store window, and [ rushed out 
to get it before the store closed. And the 
next day I called him up and enticed 
him over with it. As simple as that: you 
come over to my house again and I'll 
give you something that you want. I’m 
ashamed of it (Continued on Page 63) 
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“Your just another two-bi 
hussy!”” Lonnie’s father velled 


“And how do we know vou’r 





having Lonnie’s baby’ I've see: 
too many cheap little tramps 
What you'll do for one guy 


youll do for anybod, else.’ 





“7 ONNIE.” | WHISPERED that first time. “what if something hap- 


pens to me?” mot 


Kissing me. begging with his lips brushing my mouth, Lonnie said, higl 


“Listen, Debbie. We love each other. You can trust me. If anything hap- con 
pens, we'll just get married.” som 
We'll just get married. 
The beginning was there and it sounded so easy. | was crazy about 
Lonnie too, and that was why | made myself believe we had a right to 
each other. Anyway | was only fifteen. Lonnie was only seventeen himself, 


but we never had any trouble finding chances to be alone. 







Our weddir 
cheap and § 


be different. Why 


Mostly we went up to the apartment where he lived. With both his 
mother and father working, running a drive-in restaurant on the Detroit 
highway, they were hardly ever there. They'd got Lonnie an old Ford 
convertible to drive too. If we happened to stop by the restaurant for 
something to eat, they never tried to find out what we were doing and 
my parents never really made a fuss about me. staying out later either. 

Mom had her hands full with the three younger children. She was 


always saying she trusted me and Lonnie, and just like my father, she 


thought it was fine for me to go steady. Since I was about the last girl 


my age in the neighborhood to start dating. | guess they were even re- 
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‘We Had 
To Get 
MARRIED’ 


lieved to see I wasn’t going to be dif- 
ferent. 

At least that was the way I felt and 
even after I'd let Lonnie go all the way. 
I'd get lonely for somebody to reach 
out and help me. But it didn’t happen 
that way and toward the last of April, 
when | got scared I was pregnant, | 
just about went crazy with worry. 

Lonnie didn’t want to believe me 
either. When I first told him he said, 
“You're guessing, Debbie.” I shook my 
head but he kept nagging, asking me 

| knew. 
| just know,” | whispered miserably 
but Lonnie wasn’t satisfied until | told 
him how I'd counted and waited. By 
then | was crying, the tears streaming 
down my cheeks. But Lonnie said we 
had to wait to be sure. 

Soon as the school term is out, we 
can easy get married,” he said, but wait- 
ing was just torture for me. My marks 
went to pieces. | got so nervous | could 
hardly sleep. | guess if it hadn’t been 
so close to the end of the term Mom 
would have noticed, but there was so 
much going on | was lost in the shuffle. 
My brother Bruce was finishing junior 
high and bringing home stacks of books 
every night. My sister Susie came down 
with a bad cold and a sore throat and 
naturally Joel, who was only five and the 
baby, came down sick too. With both 
of them on her hands, Mom hardly had 
time to speak to me. 

Finally, just a week before school let 
out, | knew there wasn’t any use pre- 
tending any longer. Calling Lonnie that 
evening | told him I just had to see him. 
From the way he answered, | could tell 
he thought | was just trying to make 
more trouble for us. I tried to say that 
wasn’t so but even later after I'd changed 
into my blue skirt and my high-necked, 


how 


bulky white sweater | was just about 
ready to burst into tears. 

Shivering, brushing my light hair 
back and tying it in a pony tail | man- 
aged to get hold of myself but it didn’t 
really matter because when | came out 
of my room nobody bothered to ask me 
where I| was going. Pa was in his under- 
shirt, watching the fights. He glanced up 
long enough to say I looked nice and 
to see if 1 needed a dollar. | shook my 
head, feeling dizzy. The television was 
blaring. Mom was scolding Susie for 
bothering Bruce. She came to the door- 
way between the kitchen and the living 
room, carrying Joel. She looked at me 
long enough to tell me not to be too late 
and suddenly when Susie started squeal- 
ing again, | felt like screaming, like 
yelling for somebody to see what was 
happening to me. 

But I didn’t scream. For once in my 
life, 1 knew what it was like to have to 
be without anybody because even when 
I was with Lonnie in his car | was alone. 
Talking to him, begging. I knew he 
couldn’t ever understand what having a 
baby was doing to me. When he went 
ahead to plan for us, saying we drive out 
of the state over the weekend, he acted 
like 1 was to blame for everything. Sit- 
ting with his hands on the steering wheel, 
he said, “My Dad is really going to be 
sore. I mean he’s got it all figured how 
I'd be going to college.” 

Lonnie took a deep breath and as | 
stared at him, tears brimming in my 
eyes, | wanted to hurt him with the bit- 
terness that was burning to get out of 
me, but I was scared to say anything. | 
squeezed my hands in my lap and had 
to beat down my pride. Sick with the 
knowing I didn’t dare speak up for my- 
self. I had to go on listening, letting 
Lonnie act like a spoiled kid. All the 
time | was seeing truth hard and cold. 
and | knew I needed him a lot more 
than he needed me. 

Having to admit that was like having 
to stop being proud, but | never stopped 
to think what it really meant. Instead 
up until the weekend | lived a kind of 
blurred nightmare. Every moment of 
every hour | was conscious of what was 
happening in my body. | felt different. 
I thought everybody had to see | was 
changed too but on Friday when I lied 
to Mom, telling her one of my girl 
friends was having an end of the term 
slumber party, (Continued on page 66 ) 


If Lonnie hadn’t kept 
blaming me for every- 
thing, and if I hadn't 
been so scared myself, 


marriage might 


have worked 
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ik DANCE HAD started out just 


like any other, but before it was more 


half over. it had turned into a won- 
| and magic evening for at least one 
there. Seventeen-year-old Joyce, 
in high school, had been there 


than an hour when she met tall Bob 


il. and knew instantly that he was 
Bob 
lim with hazel eyes and light brown 

He was 19, and soon to enlist in 


bey in the world for her. 


y 

rest of that evening passed swiftly 
yee, and when Bob took her home 

both lingered as long as possible on 


short walk to her house. The next 


called. and before either really 
vhat was happening they were in 
ind wanting to get married. “Just 
as possible.” Bob said, but Joyce 
that with his years in the army, 
ier finishing up at school. it would 
he some time in the future. 
they decided to wait. at least until 
had graduated from high and had 
l up a little money. Probably over a 
Joyce thought gloomily, but she 
ed up when she thought about how 
fe would be afterwards. “And it’s 
illy that long.” she practically told 


friends. “Right now we'll just enjoy 


together while we can.” But deep 
she knew it wouldn't be that easy, 
the desires that filled her when they 
together would get greater. And 
two months that Bob had left be- 
he had to leave, their dating became 
frequent. their lovemaking more 
nt. Finally, after a particularly 
petting session when there were 


left, Bob said 


“Joyce, | know how you feel 


two more weeks 


it it, but we can’t go on like this. I 


you don’t want to go all the way, 
ometimes it’s really better if you do. 
that 
re not for everybody. If two people 


rules, say you shouldn’t, 
each other, and want to get married, 
just can’t, it’s really better if they 


Pre-Marital Sex: 


7 SIN or NECESSITY? 


do go all the way. They need to.” 

Joyce sat there, torn between her de- 
sire and her fear. She knew she shouldn’t 
—there were all those years of parental 
warnings, her minister at church stress- 
ing it, teachers and counsellors at school. 
the intimate talks with girl friends . . . 
But her body, her mind, everything 
urged her on. Finally, all the years of 
training conquered the desire, and she 
told Bob to take her home. 

The next date was much worse. and 
by the time Bob’s two weeks were up. she 
had become jumpy and irritable, and her 
marks in school were beginning to drop. 
In her heart she knew that if things had 
continued for any length of time like 
that, if Bob had had two months instead 
of two weeks, she probably would not 
have held out, could not have held out. 
“And what,” she thought in despair, 
“would I have done then? How could I 
face anybody—my parents, my minister. 
all the kids in school—and suppose I got 
pregnant .. .” 

Joyce was by no means alone in her 
problem. Thousands of girls all over the 
country, from teenagers on, have had, at 
some time or other, to make the same 
decision—whether or not to have pre- 
marital sex-relations. Just as Joyce was, 
they are torn between their desire and 
their years of training and conditioning. 
Everything in our society urges the 


young unmarried girl to wait, yet her in- 
stincts and desires tell her to go ahead. 
to do what her heart tells her. what she 


wants to. 

And what should she do? Should she 
follow her minister. who tells her that 
pre-marital sex is sinful and against the 
teachings of the Bible; should she follow 
her parents who say that it is wrong and 
no boy will respect her or want to marry 
her afterwards; or her teachers, who say 
that it is not accepted in our society, that 
the dangers of pregnancy and a forced 
marriage are too great to risk? Or 
should she follow her own heart, and all 


the instincts that tell her to go ahead and 
fulfill her desires, that it is only natural 
and right? 

Dr. Albert Ellis, a noted psychologist, 
speaks his mind on pre-marital sexual 
intercourse: “For individuals who, pre- 
sumably, are adult . . . who are intelli- 
gent, who are well informed and who are 
well adjusted—for these people, J cannot 
see any objections. For others who are 
immature, stupid or uninformed, there 
may be all kinds of objections to their 
doing many things—including pre-mari- 
tal sex relations. There are several al- 
leged objections, but when you examine 
them closely, they are invalid because 
they relate to conditions which existed 
50 or a hundred years ago.” 

And, in a letter which touched off a 
campus furor, Assistant Professor Leo 
F. Koch, informed University of Illinois 
students that “a mutually satisfactory 
sexual experience would eliminate the 
need for many hours of frustrating pet- 
ting and lead to much happier and 
longer-lasting marriages among our 
younger men and women.” He went on 
to attack the “wide-spread moralistic at- 
titude” towards sex, and said, “College 
students when faced with this outra- 
geously ignorant code of morality would 
seem to be acting with remarkable de- 
corum and surprising meekness if they 
do no more than neck at their social 
functions.” 

This view is, however, still in the 
minority. Representing the church, John 
J. Egan, Director of the Cana Confer- 
ence of Chicago, speaks strongly about 
sex. “Sex,” he says, “has been allowed 
to become a plaything, a toy. It is used 
to sell things, to promote circulation or 
what have you, but it is not thought of as 
the serious and sacred thing God created 
it for,” and later he adds, “In our experi- 
ences with married couples, we have seen 
no indications that pre-marital relations 
could be of any benefit.” 

And there are the accepted opinions 
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“This make-up base gives me self-assurance 


Meeting all kinds of people in my 
work, I must be prepared for 
ritical eyes. Since I have changed 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream, I know that my make-up is 
resh looking and neat at all times.” 


Houston, Texas 


At Last! 


Amazing 5-second skin-health 
formula does away with messy 
salves, soaps and lotions! 


RUB-ON METHODS 
HAVEN'T HELPED YOU? 














au” 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
© Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 





USE HALSION! THE 
NEW, WHOLESOME WAY! 


ae 
JUST 2 TINY CAPSULES A DAY 
WORK INTERNALLY TO HELP YOU 


Stop wasting precious time with fre- 
quent daily a and rinses with 
surface rem What you need is a 
true corrective inside the body, not just 
a temporary surface cover-up. 


Hyeicions no oa | consider soa) the 
saives as completely a 

relief of adolescent Brag. pln 

and blemishes. In fact, po yg an 
acne skin with surface remedies can 
easily create new areas for the _ 


HALSION contains no .<- 

harmful, toxic or injurious to those 

quick by hain 9 ~~ safe and 

ing your ly straighten 

lescent malfunctions. Just 

pa HALSIon capsules a day are tn 
basic requirements. 


ORDER TODAY! SEND ONLY $3.95 FOR 
FULL MONTH'S SUPPLY! 





of the infection! 





Developed after years of research by 
of Pharmacy and a Teme Fon 


PHlalsion 
By ALLAN 


so geod it's guaranteed! 


YOU MUST BE HELPED — OR MONEY BACK! 


ALLAN DRUG CORPORATION, Dept. 7 | 


At = — Bivd., “aged Hills, Calit. 
an 30-day supply of HALSION. | em en- 














—that if a man’s emotional urges are 
satisfied without a marriage ceremony, 
there’s actually no strong compulsion for 
him to marry the girl at all: that man 
often loses interest in a woman once the 
chase is over, if there is no marital bind. 
ing; that if a woman gives herself to a 


man once, there is no guarantee that she: 
won't again if she is attracted, after mar. 


riage, and she would thus have to fa 
a loss of the security that goes with a 
stable marriage; and that there are the 
always-present dangers of pregnancy 
and venereal disease. 

But to ignore the benefits of pre-mari- 
tal relations, those factors which might 
make it not only worthwhile, but even 
necessary, is not just or fair. Dr. Ellis 
points out that one of the chief benefits 
of pre-marital relations is “the achiey- 
ing of sexual release.” He explains, 
“Most human beings require some form 
of sexual release for maximum healthful- 
ness, happiness and efficient functioning, 
For unmarried individuals, pre-marital 
sexual relations constitute one of the 
main forms of this release.” 

Another benefit is that pre-marital ex- 
perience increases sexual competence, 
since you learn by doing. “Just as you 


learn to drive a car better by continuing | 


to drive, you become more adept at sex 
as you engage in more activity.” Philip 
Wylie, a well-known writer and critic 
sums up the problem: “Our marriage 


manuals and other sex-texts make it ap-| 


pear that coition is a skilled and difficult 


act. The performance is neurologically 


complex . . . yet our culture, our mor 
als, require us to remain ignorant of 
techniques, or if not ignorant, at least 
inexperienced until the moment of mar- 
riage. That is, of course, quite insane. 
Good loving takes learning; the question 
is, does virtue require marriage be com- 
menced only by . . . beginners, ignorant 
amateurs?” 

A third benefit is that pre-marital re- 
lations “provide adventure and experi- 
ence And this, normally, should work 
to improve marital selection since you 
get more experience with the kinds of 
individual you might marry. Thus, you 
would be better able to rule out many 
persons who would be incompatible with 
you by having sex relations with them.” 

One more benefit from pre-marital re- 
lations is that it acts as a prevention 
against sexual deviation, especially hom- 
osexuality. Dr. Ellis points out. “My 
. (Continued on Page 63) 


studies . . 
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_.HOLIDAY 


Attractive cereal balls will add something different to the party menu. Make your favorite candy and shape into balls, then roll 
in cereals. Marshmallows may be used in the same way. Place a toothpick in each ball, then insert them in apples for the guests. 


PARTY NEWS for NEW YEAR'S 


: idea of having a party to celebrate the arrival of the 

new year has long been a tradition in many homes. It is 
a happy time of the year when everybody is eagerly looking 
forward to a new year filled with success and happiness. 
Generally, these parties or celebrations are always limited 
to the grownup members of the family, but why not do 
something different this time and have a New Year’s party 
for the neighborhood children. 


Since New Year’s occurs a week after Christmas, the chil- 
dren have gotten over all the excitement of the Christmas 
tree, toys and goodies, and will be ready for some additional 
fun. The Christmas decorations are still up, so there will be 
no problem on this. A party of this type can be planned 
with the simplest kind of refreshments because children 
are not difficult to please. Try Tan’s ideas for a party that 
the children will remember all through the year. 

41 








































PARTY FOR CHILDREN should 

be simple to plan and carry out be- 
cause youngsters are never impressed 
with complicated arrangements. We sug- A 


gest a party that can be served at the 

° ° e 
kitchen or dinette table. For placemats al 
for each child, gay holiday paper can be ey 


cut to mat size and covered with trans- 
parent wrappings. An attractive center- 
piece could be a cookie tree made of 
white plastic foam and decorated with 
glitter. Cookies for the tree should be 
small and can be decorated or not as you 
wish. Cut them in shapes suitable for the 
occasion for added eye-appeal. Use your 
favorite cookie mixes or recipes, and 





make the cookies about two inches across 





or less. The menu may include sand- 
wiches with milk, ice cream, candies and 
cookies from the tree. Popcorn balls 
wrapped and trimmed with greens, and 
plastic foam balls can be a “take home” 
gift. Plan several simple games for the 
children to enjoy. These need not be 
too strenuous if your space is limited. It 
is certain that an easily planned party, 
using simple, inexpensive materials will 
make a big hit with your young guests, 
and their mothers will appreciate your 
kindness in taking the youngsters off 
their hands for an afternoon. Recipes on 
page 74. 











Horse-Radish Relish 
cious tart relish is an excellent 
niment for cold meats. Made with 
ration of lime-Havored gelatin, pre- 
se-radish and sour cream, it will 












p up your holiday menus. 
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sen Holiday Fruit Pudding 
holiday treat is this fruit pud- 
of coconut cream pudding mix, 
rumbs, fruits, nuts and whip- 
am. These cone-shaped molds 
chilled 8 hours before serving. 






Creamy Holly Fudge 
A smooth, creamy fudge is a treat at any 
time of the year. Made with lime-flavored 
gelatin and topped with chocolate and 
blanched almonds, it is attractive to the 
eye as well as being very taste-appealing. 


Cookie Tree 
Tree is made from white plastic foam, and 
| cookies are wrapped in a transparent 
wrapping and attached with small pins or 
toothpicks. Cookies can easily be removed 
for eating and replacements made quickly. 
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Chocolate Creme Fudge 
For those whose favorite is a good choco- 
late fudge, this recipe makes an unusually 
creamy treat, which includes a blending of 
marshmallow creme and evaporated milk 
to produce a rich and very smooth texture. 








CLASSIC 
COATS for 
CHILDREN 


rirls’ coats for this fall and winter 


ABBR Aaa vistin: nasatitie aa WEA tial als hissil 


t as smartly styled as big sister’s 
her’s. Smart fur and velvet trim- 
give them an elegant look. Lined 
milium and other warm and cozy 

their colors are bright and ap- 

to the fashion-conscious very 
ladies, with royal blue, red, green 


laids shown in grand array. So- 


ited fitted coats or comfortable 
breasted coats lead the parade of 
tyling. Many are shown with 
ng hats. Tan’s children’s coats 
Danbury. 


Warm and practical coat is made of wool fleece in a double-breasted style. 
A dyed-to-match mouton shawl collar adds the final touch of smartness. 
Comes in royal blue, red and nude. Sizes 10-12; $29.95. 


All wool single-breasted coat is lined in milium for added warmth. It 
features flapped slit pockets, “cross-over” collar and raglan sleeves. Cute 
back interest is created by two belts in center. Sizes 10-12; $24.95. 
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Fitted double-breasted coat in brown plaid is lined in pile 
and trimmed with velvet collar and welt pockets. Match- 
ing hat has velvet trim. Sizes 4-6. Price is $29.95. 


a6 


A “dress up” coat of wool broadcloth has a dyed-to- 
match muskrat collar and back belt with a bow. Front 
is single-breasted. Sizes 4-6. Price is $39.95. 

At left, a brown plaid coat and hat with velvet trim. 
Sizes 4-6; $29.95. The older girl is wearing a single- 
breasted coat, lined in pellon. Sizes 10-12; $29.95. 
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HERE IT IS! 


Re ILE 


Greaseless Hair Dressing for Children 











Now...at last...chose wonderful young- 
sters of yours can always have their hair 
attractive looking and in place! Nomore 
greasy, sticky pomades. With new, 
greaseless JACK and JILL Hair Dressing, 
you can control and comb down your 
children’s hair, no matter how wavy or 
unruly it may be. You'll be thrilled and 
delighted with JACK and JILL, the 
scientific new discovery for children’s 
hair. At your favorite drug or cosmetic 
counter. Get JACK and JILL Greaseless 
Hair Dressing 
TODAY! 





Long- 
Lasting Jar 


only i 








You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 
or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 


1808 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, III. 
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Child Care: 


Holidays Can Be 
Fun Days 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


_ HOLIDAY vacation period need 
not be two agonizing weeks of too 
much work, too much play, too much 
food and drink for parents, and tod much 
unplanned recreation for children. The 
holidays can be fun for the entire family 
—with some planning and a few com- 
mon-sense rules. 

First of all, no one in the family can 
be relaxed and happy if some members 
are not feeling their best. It is most im- 
portant not to try to do too many things 
at the same time, for the greatest enemy 
of all is a winter cold which strikes quick- 
est at the child or adult who is run-down 
and tired. 

The press of holiday activities should 
not be allowed to interfere with good diet 
habits and the number of hours of sleep 
that are customarily required for good 
health. By no means should children be 
allowed to forget or neglect their daily 
vitamins. 

To help children make the most of 
their holiday leisure, parents can suggest 
many ways in which they may engage 
in productive as well as interesting ac- 
tivities. Family projects such as baking 
Christmas cookies, making holiday or- 
naments for the family tree, making scrap 
books for shut-ins, listening to new re- 
cordings, all add to the enjoyment of the 
holiday period, while aiding in keeping 
frustration and annoyance at a low level. 

Trips to museums, art galleries, con- 
certs of children’s plays, puppet shows, 
and pop concerts, if they are planned for, 
can enhance the holidays and make the 
post-Christmas period a time of pleasure 
rather than an anti-climax. 

Wholesome out-of-door activities can 
also be encouraged, especially ice-skat- 
ing, sledding, toboganing, and if some 
of the parents in the neighborhood are 
resourceful, an old fashioned sleigh-ride 
complete with group songs and an after- 
the-ride party. 

Children take pride in the things that 
they make and do, so that it is important 
that they feel a share in the planning of 
whatever family projects are decided on, 
then instead of being coerced partici- 
pants, they are actively involved in being 
a part of the activity, and will greet the 
new year with enthusiasm and good 
cheer. 

















“HE NEVER GAVE ME A SECOND LOOK 
...till Nadinola gave me a new look!” 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, big pores, blackheads 
cheat you of charm. Chase away 
those bad-complexion blues with 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 
Nothing—absolutely nothing— 
will improve your skin faster, in 
more different ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works deep 
down within the skin to brighten 
and lighten it, combat blackheads 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, — »m-cily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


and externally caused pimples. 
Soon your skin feels cleansed and 
cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be delighted with 
its results. There are two types 
of NADINOLA— one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 





FOR OILY SKIN 


FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinols 
ts enriched with fine 

















Noted hair stylist, Landeros, sets model Helen 
Jones’s hair in the new “small head” look. Hair was 
first lightened with Ultra Blue Lady Clairol Crem- 
ogenized Hair Lightener, then colored to a light red 
with Miss Clairol Color Bath in Sun Bronze. 





With her light complexion Helen Jones 
wears a light red tint that complements 
the honey brown tones of her skin. The 
hairstyle shows off the shape of the head. 
She could have chosen a blonde tint also. 






THAT 
ATURA 
LOOK 


Few women these days haven’t consid- 
ered improving on their original hair 
shade by coloring their hair. One out of 
every three American women now colors 
her hair, according to the Clairol Insti- 
tute of Haircoloring, and that proportion 
is expected to become even higher in 
1961. The reason for this is that hair col- 
oring now is completely natural-looking. 
As in so many things, however, it is al- 
ways important to exercise good taste 
when making the decision to tint your 
hair. 

The most important point to remember 
is that your hair color must fit your 
complexion—dark shades for dark com- 
plexions and light shades for light 
complexions. Medium-toned, honey com- 
plexions can wear darker hair or reddish, 
or even blonde, depending on the dra 
matic effect desired. If you keep this 
principle in mind, you can’t go wrong 
and you can count on a more glamorous 
and youthful appearance for a minimum 
of cost and effort. TAN’s hair styles were 
created by Landeros of New York. 
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Sue Simmons makes hair a little darker for her honeytoned Ann Porter with a cafe au lait complexion made her hair very 
color. She used Miss Clairol Hair Color Bath in Coffee Brown. black. She used Miss Clairol Hair Color Bath in Black Velvet. 











fore than one million 
\mericans are living proof. 
Remember...your contribu- 
ns helped save many of 
hese lives. Your continuing 
yntributions are needed 
help discover new cures 
ind, ultimately, the preven- 
yn of cancer itself. 


emember, too, if you delay 
eing your physician, you 
rastically cut your chances 
f cure. Annual checkups 
ire the best way of detect- 
1g cancer in time. 





Guard your family! 
Fight cancer witha 
checkup & a check 





American 
Cancer 
Society 








How He Proposed 


by Mrs. Kenny Burrell : 


WE MET ON New Year’s day in 1959 

at Minton’s Playhouse where Kenny 
was working. Some mutual friends of 
ours from Philadelphia, Pa. introduced 
us and a group of us went to breakfast 
that morning, after the show. This is 
how Kenny and I really came to talk to 
each other at length. On our first meet- 
ing, I wasn’t too impressed with him 
because he asked too many questions. 
Later, after we were married, he told me 
that he was inquisitive because he liked 
me from the start and wanted to get to 
know me better. 

During the following three weeks, 
Kenny called me often, and soon came 
to see me at my house. I thought it was 
just a friendly, casual visit, but Kenny 
wanted to take me out. I surprised him 
by saying yes. After that he met my fam- 
ily and we dated occasionally. I would 
go to see him at the clubs where he 








worked. I wasn’t too interested in jazz, [ 
but after hearing Kenny and his group, | 
I found a greater interest—in jazz as 
well as in Kenny. 

One evening, in late April, we were 
walking along Riverside Drive. We 
stopped and leaned on the fence, look- 
ing over toward Jersey. Everything was 
silent—then Kenny said, “Loie, will you 
be my wife?” 

I was very surprised. Kenny and | 
had only been dating casually. We had 
never talked seriously about us, but | 
knew how much I loved him. I found 
Kenny to be very considerate, gentle and 
soft-spoken—not at all the way I thought 
a musician would be. He is everything @ 
woman could desire in a man. It didn’t 
take me long to say yes. 

On June 20, 1959, Kenny and I were 
married in Englewood, New Jersey in 4 
very small Baptist church. 
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Nobody has to tell you why 
you want peace. You see it 
in your child’s eyes and hear 
it in his laughter. 

But just wanting peace 
won’t keep it. You need to 
back your wanting with 
money. Peace costs money. 

Money for strength to keep 
the peace. Money for science 
and education to help make 
peace lasting. And money 
saved by individuals to help 
keep our economy strong. 

Your Savings Bonds, as a 
direct investment in your 
country, make you a Partner 
in strengthening America’s 
Peace Power. 

Bonds you buy will earn 
money for you. But the most 
important thing they earn is 
peace. They help us keep the 
things worth keeping. 

Think it over. Are you buy- 
ing as many as you might? 
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STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912; AS AMENDED BY 
THE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1933, JULY 2, 
1946 AND JUNE 11, 1960 (74 STAT. 208) 
SHOWING THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE- 
MENT, AND CIRCULATION OF TAN | 
published monthly at Chicago, Illinois for 
October 1, 1960. 

|. The names and addresses of the pub- 
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business 
managers are: Publisher, John H. Johnson, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue; Editor, John 
H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Avenue; 
Managing Editor, Louie Robinson, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue; Business Manager, 
Jay C. Wade, 1820 South Michigan Avenue. 

2. The owner is: (If owned by a corpora- 
tion, its name and address must be stated 
and also immediately thereunder the names 
ind addresses of stockholders owning or hold- 
ing 1 per cent or more of total amount of 


stock. If not owned by a corporation, the 
names and addresses of the individual own- 
ers must be given. If owned by a partnership 
or other unincorporated firm, its name and 
iddress, as well as that of each individual 
nember, must be given.) Johnson Publishing 
Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenue, 


Company, 
Chicago, Ill.; John H. Johnson, 1820 South 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IIl.; Eunice 


Walker Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Ave- 
Chicago, Ill.; Gertrude Johnson Wil- 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, 


nue 
liams, 
iil 

3. The known bondholders, mortgagees, 
ind other security holders owning or holding 
| per cent or more of total amount of bonds, 
mortgages, or other securities are: (If there 
ire none, so state.) None. 

!. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in cases 
where the stockholder or security holder ap- 
upon the books of the company as trus- 
tee or in any other fiduciary relation, the 
name of the person or corporation for whom 
such trustee is acting; also the statements in 
the two paragraphs show the affiant’s full 
knowledge and belief as to the circumstances 
under which stockholders and security hold- 
ers who do not appear upon the books of the 
company as trustees, hold stock and securities 
in a capacity other than that of a bona fide 
owner. 

The average number of copies of each 
ie of this publication sold or distributed, 
through the mails or otherwise, to paid sub- 
scribers during the 12 months preceding the 
date shown above was: (This information is 
required by the Act of June 11, 1960 to be 
included in all statements regardless of fre- 
quency of issue. ) 145,121. 
(s) JOHN H. JOHNSON 
(Signature of editor, publisher, 
business manager, or owner) 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 

rd day of October, 1960. 
SEAL) 


pears 


(s) Willie E. Miles 
(Notary Public) 
(My commission expires May 30, 1964) 
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Betrayed By Destiny 


(Continued from Page 29) 


my heart again. “I wasn’t, Ivy—” I said 
dully. “I was just making the fortunes up 
as I went along.” 

“Well, you sure hit the nail right on the 
head. If it was my husband playing around 
like that, I’d divorce him so fast it would 
make his head swim! And, believe me. I’d 
make her pay, too.” 

Long after she went home, I sat there at 
the table staring at the reflection in my 
cold cup of coffee. 

I didn’t want to believe Ivy. She was the 
neighborhood gossip, and I knew it. And 
yet, so many of the things she said added 
up. Painfully I remembered the times Bob 
had mentioned stopping off “at Fred’s” o 
his way home from work, even though we 
both knew Fred was usually at the station 
at that time of day. Times when I’d tended 
Adele’s twins on my day off. while she went 
downtown shopping and rode home with 
Bob. And the way he and Adele had sud- 
denly seemed so strained lately when the 
four of us were together, so that I’d wor- 
ried about their not liking each other. Oh, 
it didn’t take Ivy to tell me! If I hadn’t 
been so blind, so trusting, I’d have seen 
the signs all along! 

Stubbornly, I willed myself not to think 
that way. I loved Bob, didn’t I? All right, 
that meant I trusted him. There was noth- 
ing to all this but a lot of vicious neighbor- 
hood gossip and a coincidence. It could 
happen to anyone. 

But the jagged little doubts still pricked 
me. Bob and I had been taking each other 
pretty much for granted lately. Our love- 
making wasn’t as often—or as thrilling— 
as it had been. But then, after five years 
of marriage. you don’t stay on a perpetual 
honeymoon. With a pang, I realized how 
far we'd drifted since that lovely day five 
years ago when we'd stood together in the 
musty little parlor of the Justice of the 
Peace, and our eyes, hungry for each other, 
had said. “I love you—all of you—for- 
ever—” 


IS PARENTS HAD disapproved of our 
spur-of-the-moment elopement. But 
then, so had mine. That’s why I worked. 
To help get things around us. The car 
Bob was driving . . . our savings account 
.. our good china and silver. So that they 
couldn’t ever throw it up to us that we'd 
done a silly, spur-of-the-moment thing. 

There hadn’t been any time for children. 
When a wife is working, a lot of things 
have to be put off until later. 

Bob objected to my working at first, said 
he wanted his wife home fresh and rested 
at the end of the day. Most working wives 
were too busy getting things ready for the 


next day to pay any attention to thej 
husbands. 

But after he could see how my working 
was helping us get ahead so fast, he seeme)# 
pretty resigned to it. My Saturdays anj_ 
Sundays were free. I didn’t think we wer 
doing too badly. 

But now I wondered. Adele was home 
all day, fresh and rested. And Bob didn} 
have to stay around his office all the time~ 

By the time Bob got home that night, |: 
was heartsick with the seesawing of my 
thoughts and suspicions. At dinner. I jus. 
picked at my food. And when Bob asked 
me what was the matter, I finally found 
the courage to ask him: “Want to tell m 
about it?” 

A puzzled frown formed between his fine, 
black brows. “Tell you about what?” he 
asked. 

I thought I'd die saying the words, bu 
I said them, “About you—and Adele—” 

I don’t know what I expected him to an. 
swer, really. Maybe that it was all m/ 
imagination and I was a silly goose to be 
lieve in my own fortunes. Or maybe even 
to get mad at me for thinking such a thing 
about him and Adele. All I know is thai 
if he had taken me in his arms and told me 
there was nothing to it, I'd have believed 
him—and nothing Ivy or anyone else could 
have said would have shaken it. 

But he didn’t. : 

He stopped eating and looked at me, his} 
dark eyes guarded and miserable. “How-| 
how did you find out, Laurie?” he asked 
hollowly. 

I gasped, sick with the sudden shock 0! 
knowing. 

“Oh, I—I have my ways—” I faltered. 
“I—I’m a pretty good fortune teller, you 
know—” 

“Yes.” He was suddenly angry. “I mighi 
have known Ivy or some other neighbor 
hood gossip would get to you fast enough 
with it. But did they tell you that it was 
all over?) No—of course they wouldn't de 
that!” 

“How—how long has it been going on?” 
I managed to say. 

“Not long.” he said miserably, “But 
Laurie—it’s all over! I swear it.” His eye 
begged me to understand. “God knows! 
should have told you, Laurie—but it’s al 
over. It has been for more than thre 
months. And I thought it would only hut 
you if you knew—” 

He told me everything then, almost as if 
it felt good to get it all off his chest. Abott 
the times Adele had come to his office 
ride home from town after she'd beet 
downtown shopping—and how she'd toll 
him about her life with Fred. 
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Bob had felt sorry for Adele at first. 
She’d been an orphan, kicked around from 
one foster home to another. She’d been just 
a kid when she married Fred to get a roof 
over her head. He was good to her, of 
course, but—well, Fred was a lot older 
than she was, and it didn’t seem right, a 
young, vital woman like that tied to an old 
man... - Big-hearted Bob had listened 
until his sympathy had made him want to 
help her, to fill the emptiness in her life 
and make up a little for some of the tough 
breaks she’d had. 

“I—I know how this must sound to you, 
Laurie,” he was saying, “but you’ve always 
been strong. You don’t know what it’s like 
to be pushed around—” 

] put my hands over my ears, willing my- 
self not to listen while he told me that he 
hadn’t meant to be untrue to me. He'd 
only meant to show Adele that someone in 
this world could care for her deeply as a 
person, as a woman. But Bob had been 
caught in his own emotions, and it had- 
happened. 

He’d been heartsick about it. His throat 
contracted as he told me how he and Adele 
had driven to the lake one afternoon to 
talk their problem out, deciding to sacrifice 
the way they felt rather than hurt others, 
like me ... . and Fred . . . and Adele’s 
twins... . 

Something in me went cold when he said 
that. 

“The noble gesture—” I tried to laugh, 
but it came out choked and sobbing. “It 
was decent of you to think of us—even if 
it was a bit late.” 

“Don’t, Laurie. please—” Bob’s face was 
stricken. He came over and knelt by my 
chair, clutched my hand awkwardly. “For- 
give me, Laurie! I swear it’s all over—and 
I'm sorry for what I’ve done. Laurie— 
please, darling! If you’ll only let me, I'll 
spend the rest of my life making it up to 
you—” 

But I didn’t move. I couldn’t. It was as 
if were dead inside. I got up slowly and 
went into our bedroom, and put a chair 
against the door, 


/HEN I GOT UP the next morning, 

Bob had already left for work. There 
was a small mountain of cigarette butts in 
the ash tray near the couch to show how he 
had spent the night. He hadn’t had any 
breakfast. 

I didn’t even empty the ashes. I just sat 
huddled on the couch in my nightgown, 
‘taring at them. I head the doorbell ring, 
and knew that it was Adele coming over 
for coffee. But I didn’t move to answer it, 
and finally she went away. 

My head ached as bad as my heart did, 
but I got up numbly and started dragging 
ob’s suitcases out of the basement and 
packing his clothes. 

I set them, along with his fishing gear 
and his jazz record collection, near the door 
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ind wrote him a note telling him that I ex- 
pected him out of the house by nightfall. 
[hen the thought of losing him suddenly 
went over me in a wave of hopelessness, 
snd I put my face in my hands, sobbing 
bitterly. 

That was the way Ivy found me. 

When I didn’t answer her knock, she 
ame right in. 

[ thought I’d find you like this,” she 
aid sympathetically. “I worried about you 
ill night.” She made me go wash my eyes 
with cold water while she made coffee and 
toast. The hot coffee felt good in my throat. 
but I couldn’t eat the toast. 

What are you going to do, Laurie?” I 
heard her asking, and I roused myself out 
of my misery long enough to say, “Leave, 
I guess. Get a divorce. What else is there 
to do ,”? 

You bet I’d get a divorce,” she was 
saying. “But I wouldn’t leave. I'd take that 
husband of yours for everything he has. 
ind shove him out in the cold. You can 
keep the house and car and everything— 
the court would award them to you. And. 
goodness knows, you deserve them. You’ve 

orked as long and hard for them as he 
has.” 

‘Yes, yes I suppose so—” I heard my- 
elf saying. But the more Ivy talked, the 
more confused I became about wanting a 
livorce. Try as I might, I couldn’t imagine 
going on without Bob, even when Ivy 
painted a rosy picture of how I'd eventu- 
illy find someone else. Someone more 
worthy. and life would be beautiful again. 
[ couldn’t ever remember loving anyone but 
Bob. Giving him up was like cutting out 
my heart. But, in the end, after she left, I 
finally talked myself into going downtown 

see a lawyer. 

[ wonder if you know what it’s like to 
lose the love you've always 
ounted on. The sun can be shining, peo- 
le on the bus can be smiling—and yet you 
eel frozen and lonely, with an ache in your 


uddenly 


eart as big as all outdoors. 
It was strange, all the feelings I had. 


On the bus. going to town, even though my 
heart was one big ache, I could calmly re- 


solve to get my divorce. But in the lawyer’s 
fice. I dissolved in tears as I told him 
everything. 

Mr. Spencer, the lawyer, was an old 
friend of my father’s. And he knew Bob. 
toe. He put an arm about my shoulder and 
handed me his handkerchief. “I know how 
you feel, Laurie. But you’ve put five good 
years into this marriage. There’s some- 
thing there that you can save—” 

No, there isn’t,” I burst out hopelessly. 

There’s nothing left.” 

Oh, yes there is,” he tried to comfort 
ne. “As long as you can still cry about it, 
you're still in love with Bob—and you’re 
not ready for a divorce. I’d think it over 
for a while. Give yourself a little time. 
Decisions like this can often be made bet- 
ter after a little lapse of time.” 
<4 


And he was right—although I didn’t 
think so for quite a while. 

When I got home, Bob’s things were 
gone, and I sat down on the floor where 
they had been and cried like a forlorn, des- 
olate child. 

The telephone rang, but I wouldn’t an- 
swer it. The way I felt, if it had been Bob 
I'd have begged him to come back—but my 
pride wouldn’t let me do that. 

I went into the kitchen to start supper, 
but I couldn’t eat. I wandered aimlessly 
through the lonely rooms, and then went to 
the bathroom and filled the tub with water 
and turned out all the lights in the house 
and sat in the bathtub in the dark, like a 
hurt animal that has crawled away by itself 
to die. 


OR THREE DAYS AND NIGHTS I 

stayed inside the house, refusing to an- 
swer the doorbell or the telephone. I didn’t 
eat in the daytime, and I took sleep'ng 
pills at night so I wouldn’t notice the lone- 
liness in the big bed all alone. 

Maybe being all alone then was no good. 
I had too much time to think—to brood and 
feel sorry for myself. And somewhere in 
the brooding. I started hating, wanting to 
get even. 

My husband and my best friend! Oh, 
what a fool I’'d been not to see what was 
going on! 

She’d made him feel big, of course. With 
her kitten-soft, fawning ways. Probably 
listened starry-eyed to all his gripes about 
guys at the office. And to all his tired, old 
jokes—like she hadn’t heard them a million 
times before. 

And she'd kissed him! 
like a man again— 

Oh, she was clever! And Bob had fallen 
for it. The more I thought about what he 
and Adele had done—the way they'd put 
things over on me—the madder I got. The 
hurt was still there, still lashing at me, but 
now I began to want to hurt them back, 
like they’d hurt me. And divorcing Bob 
wasn’t the way to do it. 

This time. when the telephone rang, I 
answered it. 

It was Bob—and he cried when I told 
him I wanted to start over. that I didn’t 
want a divorce. 

The night he moved his things back in. 
I caught my heart filling with its old 
warmth and happiness—but I wouldn’t let 
it. I did the routine things any wife will 
do, fixed his favorite steak and brown gravy 
and apple pie for supper, but when it came 
time to go to bed, I told him I had a head- 
ache and would sleep better alone. He 
looked hurt but slept on the couch, accept- 
ing this just as he accepted the other 
terms of his return to me. 

Ivy was scornful when she saw I'd taken 
Bob back. But her eyes glittered with sat- 
isfaction when I told her the terms I'd 
made him accept before he could come 
home. 


Made him feel 


I'm ashamed now to tell how selfish I 
was. I made him sign over the house into 
my name alone, and give me full control of 
our savings account and everything else 
we had, except his car. I knew Bob would 
do what I asked, because he stood a chance 
of losing his job if he didn’t. His boss, Mr. 
Thompson, was a strong family man, and 
didn’t believe in divorce—for himself or 
any of his employees. He’d let Jim Steele, 
one of his best salesmen, go last year when 
Jim’s wife divorced him. 

But that isn’t all I did. 

The morning after Bob moved back, | 
called Adele and invited her over for coffee, 
explaining that I’d been away for a few 
days to visit my mother. 

She brought the twins with her when 
she came, and I gave them each a cookie 
and asked them to run out on the patio and 
play while I talked to their mother. 

“Golly.” Adele said, when she had set- 
tled down to her coffee. “It sure was lone- 
some without you around here. I came over 
several times and rang the doorbell. Why 
didn’t you say something about going? 
After all, I am your best friend—” 

“Because I didn’t go anywhere, Adele,” 
I said levelly, and she looked up, startled. 

“IT know all about you and Bob, and how 
you carried on behind my back,” I said. 
“And you call yourself my best friend—” 

She started to get up. “I think I'd better 
get the twins and be going . . .” She said 
it in a little voice that fluttered with fear. 
But I pushed her back into her seat. 

“The twins are all right, and I've got 
something to say to you,” I told her, and 
hoped she couldn’t hear the shakiness in 
my own voice. “When I found out, all I 
could think of at first was getting a divorce, 
because I was hurt. But I’ve had a lot of 
time to think things out—and I’ve decided 
that isn’t the answer. I’m not going to give 
Bob a divorce. That would please you too 
much. But I am going to tell Fred about 
you—” 

“Oh, no, Laurie!” Adele’s face blanched. 
“You can’t do that. Fred—Fred’s easy 
going in some things—but you don’t know 
what he’s like when he’s angry. He'd take 
the kids away from me. He’d—” The twins 
were looking curiously through the kitchen 
door, but Adele didn’t even seem to see 
them. She was clutching at my hand and 
crying, begging me. for their sakes, to for- 
give her. 

“Forgive?” I asked. “I don’t think I ever 
can. And I’m warning you—if you ever s0 
much as talk to Bob again, I'll go to Fred! 
Now, get out!” 

“Laurie, I—I’m sorry,” she murmured. 
and her cheeks were flushed with shame 
and hurt as she went to gather up the twins 
and take them home. 


I THOUGHT ID feel good, making her 
suffer a little for what she’d done. But 
after she left, I felt worse than ever. 
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On the surface, Bob and I went on much 
as before, except we didn’t mix with the 
neighbors as much as we had. But under- 
neath we were as divorced as if we'd gone 
before a judge. 

I was polite to him. We never quarreled. 
I took elaborate pains to see that every- 
thing was just right for him—the house 
shining, the meals on time, the television 
turned on to his favorite programs. But I 
always got a headache at night. Somehow. 
I couldn’t help it. 

Seeing Bob lazing there in his old beat up 
rocker, I’d long sometimes to go over as | 
used to and tickle him behind his ear, re- 
membering with a sharp stab of nostalgia 
how it had been with us before . 

In the old days. he had grabbed my wrist 
and pulled me down into his lap, kissing 
me at first playfully and fiercely. And then 
the kiss had got warm and tender and 
melting as honey in the sun—and we'd 
gone a little wild with the hunger and the 
exciting wonder of belonging to each other. 

How long ago had that been? How long? 

Watching him, and remembering 
that same wild, hungry urgency would fill 
me. And then I’d think of him holding 
Adele—maybe kissing her like that—and 
it was easy to go into the bedroom and 
close the door. 

Bob was so patient at first. 

I guess he knew I’d had a shock and he 
didn’t want to do anything to hurt me 
more. But after so many rebuffs, he began 
to complain. 

“Honey, it isn’t right.” 
“We're living like strangers under the same 
roof. God knows I’m trying—but I need 
your help, your forgiveness .. .” 

“But I have forgiven you, darling,” I said 
sweetly as I started for the bedroom door. 

“You say that, Laurie, but it’s not true.” 
His brown eyes were full of anxiety and 


he said one night. 


pain. “Underneath, it’s different. Please. 
darling—let’s talk it out. Before it’s too 
late—” 


But I gave him a malicious little smile. 
“There’s nothing to talk about, dear. Good- 
night.” 

And then one night Bob didn’t come 
home until past midnight. 

From my bed, I could hear him stum- 
bling around the kitchen, swearing under 
his breath. He was drunk. 

“Where’s my wife?” he was saying. “My 
darling li'l wife—” And then he was lurch- 
ing across the living room and banging his 
fists on the locked bedroom door. 

I sat up and clutched the sheets around 
me as the door splintered and crashed 
under his weight, and he came sprawling 
after it on the floor. 

Then he was up and coming toward me. 

‘I can’t stand it any longer, Laurie,” he 
was mumbling. “I’m only human—” He 
stabbed me and pulled me to him roughly, 
and covered my screams with one of his 
hands. “You're my wife,” he said hoarsely, 
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“an’ you're gonna be one to me.” 

[ fought him with my fingernails and my 
fists, but he took me, roughly and brutally. 
And when he was through, I jerked away 
from him and screamed at him—“Animal!” 

He sat up on the edge of the bed and put 
his head in his hands. “Why does it have 
to be like this, Laurie? Why?” 

Sick with shame and anger, I lashed out 
at him. “I’m not the one who made it this 
way, Bob Loring! You are! You're the 
one who cheated on our marriage—and 
now you’re having to pay.” 

“Oh, I see—” Suddenly he was sober, 
and looking at me as if he were just seeing 
me for the first time. “That was the gen- 
eral idea, wasn’t it, Laurie? Make‘him pay 
for what he’s done. Take him back—but 
don’t forgive him. Make him eat crow—” 
He passed his hand over his eyes like he 
s suddenly very tired. “I’ve loved you, 
Laurie. And, God knows I’m sorry for get- 
ting involved with Adele. But now I know 
why! At least she isn’t selfish and bitter 
and heartless—” 

[hen go to her!” I screamed. “Go to 


her!’ 

[ lay on the bed sobbing while I heard 
Bob throwing things into his suitcase. But 
when the door slammed and I heard him 
cun the motor of his car, I jumped up and 
ran to the door. “Bob, come back! I’m 
sorry, Bob. Come back!” But he didn’t 
hear me. 

There were circles under my eyes by the 
time morning came. And I hadn’t slept a 
wink 

Okay.” I thought, “so Bob’s left me. 
What am I sitting at the kitchen table cry- 
ing for? I had the savings account, didn’t 
[? The house? Everything we owned, ex- 
cept Bob’s car. He’d lose his job when his 
boss found out about him. Let Adele have 
him! She was welcome to him! I started to 
laugh—and then the laugh caught in my 
throat, and I put my head down on the ta- 
ble, shaking with dry, throat-tearing sobs. 

lhat’s when I thought of going to Fred. 

Oh, I must have been crazy with unhap- 
piness to do a thing like that. But all I 
could think of then was how Adele had 
wrecked my life—and I wanted to wreck 
She might get Bob. But, if I 
told Fred about her, she’d lose her kids. 
And that would hurt! 


! 
ners too: 


‘RED WAS WAITING on a customer 

when I first got to his station, so I had 
to wait inside until he was through. 

He came in, wiping his big hands on a 
towel, and his open, friendly face looked 
so glad to see me that it almost hurt, what 
[ was going to do to him. 

“Golly, Laurie, it’s good to see you,” he 
said. “It’s been a long time.” 

“Yes, Fred it has,” I said. And then I 
came right to the point. “I’ve got something 
[ think you should hear, Fred—” 

| started to tell him. but he looked up 
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at me as if I’d slapped his face. 

“I’m sorry you brought this to me, 
Laurie,” he said. “Until now, I’ve always 
admired you.” 

“But, don’t you want to know what’s been 
going on behind your back—and mine?” 

“I already know, Laurie,” he said stiffly. 
“I’ve known for a long time. Adele told 
a 

“Adele told you? Then why didn’t you 
do something about it?” 

“Because I love her,” he said simply. 
“And I know that she loves me.” 

“But how can you be sure? If they'll do 
a thing like that once, they’ll do it again. 
They’re probably together right now—” 

“No, Laurie,’ Fred said _ earnestly. 
“They’re not together. And it won’t hap- 
pen ever again.” 

I was almost scornful. “How do you 
know?” 

“TI don’t know, Laurie,” he said quietly. 
“I only believe. You see, I understand 
why it happened—for both of them. And 
I’ve forgiven them. We all make mistakes.” 
He knotted and unknotted his big hands as 
he talked. “I have to admit it wasn’t easy— 
not at first—at first I wanted to kill her. 
But I know now that I was so busy work- 
ing and trying to make ends meet here at 
the station that Adele didn’t even know she 
had a husband. I can understand how she 
could get lonely—could think she was in 
love with someone else . . .” 

“But Bob didn’t have any excuse like 
that,” I blurted. “I always did everything 
I could to make our marriage a success. I 
worked—all the years we’ve been married! 
Helped pay for everything we have! And 
I still found time to keep a clean house, 
and cook, and—” 

Fred looked at me compassionately and 
patted my hand with his big one. “You’re 
a fine woman, Laurie. Maybe that’s just 
the trouble. You’re too fine. You’ve never 
let Bob forget how much you’ve done for 
him. He’s hardly had a chance to be a 
man.” 

“That’s not true!” I gasped. “Fred, that’s 
not true!” But, in my heart, I knew it was. 
And just as surely, I knew that was why I 
had lost Bob. He’d never come back to me. 

“Fred, I—I’m sorry—” I choked. My 
throat ached so I could hardly get the 
words out. “Sorry for everything. Please 
tell Adele—” 

“T'll tell her,” he said. He pressed my 
hand, and I knew that he was big enough 
to forgive me, too, for the despicable thing 
I'd tried to do to him. 

“Thanks, Fred,” I whispered, and my 
eyes swam with tears as I groped for the 
door. 

“Is there anything I can do for you, 
Laurie?” Fred’s voice was full of sympathy. 

“No. No, thanks,” I said. And then I 
paused. “Yes, Fred, I—I guess there is. 
When you see Bob again, tell him—tell 


him he can have the—house and every- 
thing. I won’t be needing them—” 

I went home and put the bankbook, the 
keys to the house and all the other things 
on the dining-room table. Then I packed 
my bags and called a taxi. 

I was crying so hard I could hardly see 
the house as we started away, and the taxi 
driver had to ask me twice, “Where to, 
lady?” 

“Oh. Oh, I don’t know—” I said, and 
then I quickly added, “The bus station.” 

I bought a ticket for Denver, mainly be- 
cause I had enough money for a one-way 
ticket there, and because it was the first 
bus out. But, even so. I had about an hour 
to wait. 

The sounds of the station were a hollow 
buzzing in my ears, punctuated by the dron- 
ing voice over the public address system. 

As I sat there, my eyes blurred every 
time I remembered Fred’s words: “You're 
a fine woman, Laurie . . . that’s just the 
trouble . . . you’re too fine. You’ve never 
let Bob forget how much you’ve done—” 

It was easy now to see where I’d been 
wrong. All the years I’d pushed to get 
ahead so that Bob’s folks could never say: 
“I told you so.” Had it really been the 
reason? Or was I hiding behind that as an 
excuse for my ambition to get things? 

Fred had intimated that he had forgotten 
his family in his drive to get ahead. That’s 
why Adele had turned to Bob. But Fred 
had been big enough to understand. I 
hadn’t. Instead I'd turned to petty revenge 
to ease my injured pride, never realizing 
that revenge is a two-edged sword that cuts 
the one who uses it as well as the victim. 
What Adele and Bob did was bad, it’s true. 
But they’d been decent enough to see 
where they were heading, and stop it of 
their own accord before it injured those 
who loved and depended-on them. But, 
driven as I was by my hate and hurt, I 
failed to see that I gained nothing, and 
only made matters worse by the way I'd 
handled the situation. 

Gained nothing is the wrong phrase to 
use. I had lost everything. Hopelessly I 
thought of Bob’s eyes, full of anxious 
pleading, as he begged me to “talk things 
out,” and of the way I’d built a wall of 
righteousness and self-pity around myself, 
shutting him out, making sure he felt 
guilty for what he’d done to me. The least 
I could do is just what I was doing right 
now—getting out of his life, so he could 
start over and find the happiness he needed. 


HE DRONING VOICE called out that 

we were to go to Gate 7 to catch the bus 
to Denver, and wearily I. picked up my 
bags and started toward the door. I hadn't 
the slightest idea what I’d do in Denver. Get 
a room... find a job of some kind. Mostly 
get out of Bob’s life, so he’d have a chance 
to start over, find the kind of happiness I 
hadn’t given him. Later, when I could think 
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more calmly, I'd write Bob where I was, 
so he could make arrangements to be free. 

“But not now—” my heart cried in sud- 
den anguish, and I closed my eyes against 
the swift sting of tears. “Not now—” 

Just then someone grabbed my arm, and 
| looked up into the dear, anxious face of 
Bob. He took the bag from my hand and 
set it down. “Laurie, where are you 
going?” 

“Oh, Bob, I’ve got to get out of your 
life—” 

“Laurie, listen to me! We've got to talk. 
Listen! Fred called me. He told me about 
everything—” 

“Then you know all about me—what I 
did—how I failed you. There’s nothing 
more to say.” 

“Oh, yes there is! We both failed, 
Laurie. I more than you. But that doesn’t 
mean we can’t go on.” His voice was 
urgent, “When I got home and found you 
were gone, and didn’t know where—I 
almost went crazy. If that cab driver hadn’t 
remembered hauling a crying woman to 
the bus station, I never would have found 
you, Oh, Laurie, please come home. Let’s 
start over—” 

I was crying, and so confused I didn’t 
know what to do. “Oh, Bob, let me go,” I 
sobbed. “I’m no good for you. Can’t you 
see? You’d be better off without me—” 

“IT wouldn’t be anything without you. 
Don’t you understand? I love you!” He 
was almost shaking me, trying so hard to 
make me see. “I’ve never really wanted 
anyone else. Only you! But sometimes I 
couldn’t reach you—” 

“I know,” I said. And suddenly all the 
doubt and hurt and pain melted inside me, 
and I was in his arms clinging tight, and 
I could feel his tears on my cheek. “Oh, 
darling,” I said, “you’ve reached me 


| now—” And I knew how Fred must have 


felt, when he surrendered himself to under- 
standing and forgiveness instead of bitter- 
ness and hate. 

It’s been more than a year since that 
night—but I’ve never forgotten the lesson 
I learned. I won’t pretend that for me and 
Bob it’s been all smooth sailing since then. 
I guess when you break anything as fragile 
and precious as love you can never put it 
back together again exactly like new. You 
can only try. Bob and I both realize this, 
and that’s why we work at making our mar- 
tiage a success. But it isn’t really work, 
sharing thoughts and feelings and emo- 
tions, talking things out, now that we know 
how important it is to us. And now that 
there’s a baby on the way, we have some- 
thing doubly precious to share. We're a 
family—with the mother in the home, and 
the father at work. 

I wish I'd known that this is what both 
Bob and I were really seeking all along. 
Then maybe it wouldn’t have taken a crys- 
tal ball to make me see the truth. 

THE END 


Pact Of Hatred 


(Continued from Page 25) 


“Please, Vince—” I said. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked impa- 
tiently. “We haven’t had a date in ages.” 

“But—you don’t have to act like a 
maniac,” I said. {i felt different about 
necking after belonging to the Purity Club. 
We'd had a meeting only the night before, 
and we’d talked about how unfair it was 
that boys talked girls into getting in 
trouble, and then the girl was the one who 
paid—sometimes with her life, as Evelyn 
had done. 

“Who’s acting like a maniac?” Vince 
exploded. “All I want is a little loving. 
Why do you think a guy takes a girl 
out—” 

“So that’s all you take me out for, is it?” 

I’d never thought I’d act like this with 
Vince. I’d been scared to death of losing 
him. Well, I still was, but my club oath 
was the most important thing in the world 
to me now. For the first time in my life I 
really belonged. My fellow club members 
were the sisters I had never had. We'd do 
anything for each other. While Vince— 
well, he was just a selfish boy who was 
willing to ruin me just to get what he 
wanted. 

“You’re sure in a swell mood tonight. 
I might as well take you home right now,” 
he grumbled. 

I didn’t argue because I knew if we 
stayed there he’d only want to pet, and he 
was right if he thought I wasn’t in the 
mood for that. 

I had three more dates with Vince the 
next couple of weeks, then one night he 
told me I was an iceberg and he never 
wanted to see me again. I was pretty shook 
up, but I told myself there were other 
boys. Vince was nothing but a wolf, any- 
way. Chester Dant had been acting friend- 
ly lately. He went out for sports, and de- 
bating, so maybe he had something besides 
sex on his mind. 

The days went by, though, and he didn’t 
ask me for a date. I was feeling pretty 
blue when we had our next club meeting 
and I found out the other girls were having 
the same kind of trouble I’d had. Lucy was 
indignant about it. 

“T’ve steadied with Mike for three 
months,” she said, “but just as soon as I 
let him know for sure he wasn’t going to 
make out with me, he dropped me. You 
know something, girls?” she said, leaning 
forward, an excited look in her eyes. “I’ve 
got a new idea for the club. Instead of 
acting so virtuous we drive all the boys 
away, let’s tease them along. See how far 
we can go and still keep our virtue.” 

“Golly, ‘I don’t know,” Debbie said. 
“That sounds kind of mean.” 

Lucy’s eyes snapped. “Wasn’t it mean 





{ 
1 
l 
| 
| 
| 
| | ostage charges. 
| 
| 
! 
| 


WW . . exciting 







(Solves the" Bare 
Top*Problem 









COVERS THE 
TOP AND 
THE SIDES 


4 SPECIAL- 
PROBLEM PIECE 


A hard to find piece, just 
created by us, for the 
woman who hes thin hair 
et the top or whois baid- 
ing near the crown of her 
head. Looks 60 netural, 
mo one would ever guess. 







COVERS THE TOP 
CROWN OF YOUR 
MEAD ANDO FILLS 
/N TOP SIDES 2 BACK 


 ihittiedadt. 


Gold Medal of Sheepshead Bay 
Dept. Y-1 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
Mark here matchin 
mn gee @ shade or send sample 
O Jet Black O Off Black 0 Brown O Dark 
Brown 0 Mixed Gray $2 extra. 
Send me the Medalo Bouffant Crown style 
#756 in shade marked. 
OQ On Delivery I will pay $4.98 plus 
stage and c.o.d. 
otice:— If you send $4.98 cash, or 
money order you save all c.o.d. and 


hipped to you all cha 8 i 
Medes y rges paid by Gold 














Name 
Street 
Box # Route. 
City. Zone. State 
| FREE, Betty’s- Booklet of Hair Styling 
ideas and Id Medal Big - Beauty - 
| Bulletin. 
ae a oreo —— ee 










HAIR STRAIGHTENING 
\ COMBS 


This amazing sew comb, used by leading 
beauty specialists the world over, hes 
‘ been acclaimed by women everywhere. 
Creates a smooth natural and attractive 
appearance. 
@ Will not cut or tear the hair. 
@ Heats faster and stays hot longer. 
@ Made with brass teeth and copper spaces. 
@ The Perma-Tite process prevents teeth in 

comb from loosening. 

You have choice of two types: 

No. 1—with fine teeth 
No. 2—with thicker teeth ................ costs 2.50 
GUARANTEED. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
Order yours today. Send full price, we pay postage charge 
ond will send new 48 page hair style beoklet FREE. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept.1-TN 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
57 




















what some boy did to Evelyn? But she’s 
dead, and for all we know he may be one 
of the boys who’s been trying to seduce 
one of us. Don’t forget this club was 
formed as a memorial to Evelyn, and I 
say the best way we can honor her 
memory is to punish the type of boy who 
killed her.” 

None of the girls seemed very enthusias- 
tic. I have to admit I wasn’t, myself. But 
vhen Lucy looked questioningly at me I 
wallowed my doubts and spoke up. 

‘A boy like Vince Malloy certainly de- 
serves to be punished,” I said. “All the 
time we were going together he tried to 
make out with me. Then when he saw he 
wasn’t going to, he dropped me, just like 
Mike dropped Lucy. If I’d given in to him 
the same thing could have happened to me 
that happened to Evelyn. And would he 
be all broken up? Don’t be silly! He’d 
just start ruining another girl.” 

Myra giggled. “It would be kind of fun 
to put some of these guys through the 
\ ringer.” she said. 

[hen studious Debbie spoke up. “Men 
cet by with entirely too much in this 
VO! ld.” 

Only Joyce hadn’t fallen in with the 
dea by now, and we all looked at her. Her 
lelicate cheeks colored. “I—I’d just feel 
wrong about doing anything like that,” 
she said. “Don tries to neck a little, of 
ourse, but I don’t think his intentions are 
eally bad.” 

Luey snorted. “That’s what Evelyn prob- 
ibly thought about the boy who seduced 
her! It might even be your precious Don 
for all you know.” 

Oh. no!” Joyce gasped. 

“How do you know?” Lucy demanded. 
It was some boy in school, Evelyn didn’t 

ow any other boys. It was someone who 

n her confidence, just the way Don is 

inning yours.” 

Joyce didn’t say any more, and finally 

put the idea to a vote. Everyone voted 
1 favor of it except Joyce. 

Do you want out of the club?” Lucy 
sked her. 

She thought a moment, then shook her 
head. “No, I guess not,” she said. “Evelyn 
very best friend. And—and I 
ouldn’t bear not being in with you girls 

more.” 

So the purpose of our club had changed. 
From being a purity club we had turned 

ito a teaser’s club. We were out to pun- 

h all boys because of what one boy had 
done to our friend. And if I had doubts 
ibout such a thing being right I only had 
o think about Vince—how indifferent he’d 
been about Evelyn’s death, and how he’d 
been willing to take a chance on just such 
1: thing happening to me. 


vas my 


"T;HE VERY NEXT DAY Lucy smiling- 
ly told me that she had a date with 
fom Parsons. “And am I going to make 


A 
yo 


him suffer!” she said. “Wait till next club 
meeting and I’ll tell you all about it.” 

“T don’t have a boy friend to tease,” I 
told her. 

“You will have,” she assured me. 
“You’re one of the prettiest girls in the 
sophomore class—or you would be if you’d 
remember to flirt a little.” 

I took her advice that afternoon in study 
hall. I kept looking around and smiling. 
And I came up with a date, all right. Only 
not with Chester Dant, the boy I’d been 
hoping to attract. Chester returned my 
smile, but when study period was over he 
picked up his books and walked away. It 
was Pete Rickard who strolled up and 
asked if he could buy me a coke after 
school. 

I thanked him, and I let my eyes rove 
over his big. muscular body. True to my 
oath, I was starting the tease act. 

He sure ate it up. He went off grinning 
like a tom cat. And all the time we were 
having our coke that afternoon I could 
see he could hardly wait to get me off 
some place by himself. But when he asked 
if I’d go to the class party with him that 
coming Saturday night I said all right. 
It had just struck me—maybe he was the 
boy who had gotten Evelyn into her ter- 
rible trouble. Oh, if I could only pay him 
back, even a little bit! 

I sure got my chance Saturday night. 
We'd only been in the school gym a few 
minutes when Pete asked me to take a 
walk with him. 

“Sure, it is a little stuffy in here,” I said 
with a knowing smile. 

I let him lead me into the shadows out 
behind the gym. I gritted my teeth as he 
took me in his arms and pressed one dis- 
gusting kiss after another on my lips. 

It was almost comical how fired up he 
got. He could hardly talk. “If I only had 
a car,” he choked. “But I know a place 
where we can walk. Madge. It’s under the 
stadium. I’ve been there before.” 

“Maybe.” I told him. “We'll see after 
the party.” And I insisted on going in 
then, saying I didn’t want to get in trouble 
with the chaperones. 

He wouldn’t let me out of his sight the 
rest of the evening. He just hung on me, 
practically frothing at the mouth. And I 
kept encouraging him—right up to the 
minute when I told him that I’d just re- 
membered my foster parents were coming 
to pick me up. 

“Gee, you can think of some excuse to 
stay out,” he said. “You just can’t let me 
down like this.” 

“I’m sorry—really I am,” I told him. 
And my eyes promised, “Next time.” 

I had three dates with Pete, each time 
letting him go a little farther. After the 
third date he called me a dirty little tease 
and said he never wanted to see me again. 
That was all right with me. I'd reported 
our three dates to the club. and the girls 





had gotten a big kick out of the way [y 
built Pete up, then let him down. An 
there were plenty of other boys, as Lu 
said. 

“I’ve still got Tom on the string 
though,” she reported. “The jerk—think. 
ing I could possibly fall for his line.” 

The other girls reported their exper 
ences, too. Myra made us laugh with he 
story, but I felt sorry for Joyce. 

“I—I sort of lead Don on the othe 
night, then stopped him,” she said. “hi 
didn’t seem to know what to make of jt’ 

“He’s just like any other guy,” Lug 
told her. “Maybe his build-up is differen, 
but that’s all.” 

Like Lucy said, there were lots of boy 
I dated several of them during the next fey 
weeks. I'd flirt with them, tease then 
along. and then when I’d driven them « 
far as I dared I'd drop them—unless the 
got fed up and dropped me first. 

It was the same with the other girk 
even Joyce. She and Don finally split w, 
She almost cried when she told us abouti 
at club meeting. 

“He said he just didn’t understand m 
any more,” she choked. “He called me: 
little cheat and said he hoped I got what 
was coming to me.” 

“He already got what was coming ti 
him,” Lucy told her with a laugh. “Chee 
up, kid. The jerk I’m going with now ha 
a lot of friends. I'll have him dig up ox 
for you.” 


S TIME WENT ON I knew we gitk 
began to get a bad reputation it 

school. I guess-some of the boys we lel 
on were so mad they lied about us. Som: 
of the nicer girls began to snub us. I didn! 
like the way things were going but I didn! 
dare say so. Belonging to a secret orgat 
ization has a funny effect on you. It seem: 
to get sort of a power over you. Pretty 
soon your ideas get so mixed up yol 
hardly know right from wrong. Loyalty 
the group you’ve taken your secret cal 
with becomes the most important thing i 
your life. 

That’s the only way I can explain why 
I kept on with the club even when I knev 
it was no longer the thing it had started 
out to be. And why I stayed loyal to m 
oath even when Chester Dant final 
started to date me. 

I’d had an eye out for Ches ever sint 
I was in high school, but that first year lt 
didn’t seem to know that girls existed 
This year he’d had a few dates and severd 
times I’d thought he was on the verge af 
asking me for a date, but he never did. Na 
until this day when he sat down beside 
me at the drug-store fountain across froa 
school. I was dawdling over a coke, wal 
ing for the girls to show up. We were & 
ing to Lucy’s for a club meeting. 





Ches sort of smiled and I smiled batt 
I thought that was going to be it when be 
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ay Td suddenly remarked, “I’ve been trying to 
Ang catch you alone for a long time, Madge. 
Lucy to ask you if—if I could take you to a 
‘} movie or something some night.” 
string He sounded so shy! And it was true, I 
think) was usually with someone else these days. 
e.” | could see why a boy like Ches wouldn’t 
xpenf. just barge up and ask for a date. 
th he All at once I felt a little shy myself. I 
felt like the girl I’d been months ago, be- 
othet fore I'd turned hard and bitter about boys. 
_ “HP Before Evelyn had died. . . 
of i’) Just thinking about that reminded me 
Luge of the club. And if it hadn’t, seeing the 
ferent other girls coming in just then would have. 
| nodded to them, flashing them a look I 
f bows knew they understood. I’m giving another 
xt fev boy the business. 
then) 1 gave Ches a slightly flirtatious look. 
em af | couldn’t go too strong with him, be- 
:s thee cause he was the type who might be 
} scared off. He was pretty kiddish with 
 girk® his round, full face and brown eyes that 
it up looked directly into yours. 
bout! “Thanks, Chester,” I said. “Of course 
['ll have to ask the folks, but I’m sure it'll 
nd mp be all right.” 
ime “This Friday?” he said eagerly. “If Dad 
t wha lets me take the car we can go to a drive- 
in movie.” 
ving ti With some boys I'd have been afraid to 
“Cheat goto the drive-in on a first date, but with 
ow hat Chester I knew it would be okay. 
up of “The folks will want to meet you,” I 
said. Now why had I said that? I hadn't 
heen telling the Andersons about half the 
re girkp dates I'd been having lately. Partly be- 
ion nf cause I knew they wouldn’t approve of me 
we leip dating so often, and partly because I knew 
- Som they wouldn’t approve of some of the boys. 
I didni} But Chester—I’d be proud to have them 
I didn? meet him. I gave him my address, we set 
organ the time he should pick me up, then I 
t seems joined the girls in the back booth. 
Pret) “You getting another one lined up?” 
up you Lucy asked with a grin. 
valtywp | nodded, though for some reason I 
et oat? COUuldn’t smile back. 
hing i “You’re lucky,” Myra said. “I’m fresh 
out of boy friends.” 
in wh “Me, too,” Debbie said. 
I knev? Lucy took a drag on her coke, then she 
startel) “tid, “You’ve got to play them carefully 
1 to mp 4 you want them to last a while.” She 
fnallyp Woked at Joyce. “Joyce must have the 
idea,” she said. “You’ve been going with 
or a Syd for over a month now, haven’t you?” 
year Joyce nodded. “I don’t think I could 
existel) St rid of him if I wanted to. He—he just 
| severly Sms crazy about me. Of course I’ve made 
verge @ him think that some day I'll give in to 
did. Nap Yim.” : 
1 besidt Lucy laughed. “That’s the idea of the 
ee {re lub, honey child. Don’t sound so sad 
ce, wait Bout it.” 
were § I laughed, too, but I had an idea of how 
Joyce felt. She was such a gentle little 
od batt thing, and Syd—well, he was a big bruiser 
when ke ofa guy. Once on the school grounds when 


the wind had blown my skirt up I'd caught 
him looking at me in a way that almost 
scared me. I wouldn’t have wanted a single 
date with him. 

The Andersons were sure pleased with 
Chester that Friday night, the way I was 
sure they’d be. Pop Anderson shook hands 
with him as we left on our date. 

“This little girl means a lot to us, 
he said. “But we’re 
no, 


even 
if she isn’t our own,” 
not going to worry about her tonight—1 
sir. I know you'll take good care of her 
and bring her back at a decent time.” 

“T sure will, Mr. Anderson.” Ches said. 

“Just call me Pop!” We all laughed, 
then Chester and I were climbing into the 
nice sedan that belonged to his family. 

When he’d started the car he said, 
“They’re sure swell people. But he said 
something about you not being their own 
daughter—” 

Most boys didn’t 
about your home life, 
Ches was really interested, 
just boarding me with 
it I 


how 


seem to care much 
but I could 
so I told him 


see 


the county 
the Andersons. Then before I knew 
was telling him a lot 
lonely and unhappy I'd been all my life 


about 
more—about 
until this last year. 


He reached from the 
hand for a 


he said. 
and took my 
“T guess I’ve never realized how 


“Gee,” 
steering wheel 
minute. 
lucky 

Then he was telling me about his family. 
His fireman, and his 
mother best cook in the 
world, and his two brothers and three 


I was.” 
father, who was a 
who was the 
sis- 
ters. 

“T want you to meet the whole bunch 
real soon,” he said. 

At the movie he didn’t even put him arm 
around me till the picture was almost over. 
Then he was barely touching me. His arm 
was half across the seat, and half around 
my shoulders. 

“T’ve been wanting a date with you for a 
long Madge,” he whispered. “But 
you're so pretty and so popular I—I just 
didn’t think I had a chance.” 

I felt all choked up. I was the one who’d 
thought I’d never have a chance with such 
And I wouldn’t have—I’d have 
never 


time, 


a nice boy. 
through school like a 
if it hadn’t been for Lucy 


crept ghost, 
being noticed. 
taking up with me and teaching me how 
to be popular. 

Thinking of Lucy reminded me of the 
club. But I wouldn’t let myself think of it 
—not just now. “We’d better watch the 
picture,” I said. “I’m just crazy 
Rock Hudson.” 

“Trying to make me jealous?” Chester 
said, and we both laughed. Then he took 
his arm away and we didn’t say anything 


about 


more till the picture was over. 

We'd had our cokes during intermission, 
so he drove me right home. “Thanks, 
Madge,” he said. “Can we do it again 
some time?” 
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For the first time science has found a 
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pain — without surgery. 
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pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
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problem!” 
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(Bio- -Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug 
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“Sure,” I told him. 

He walked me up to the front door and 
said good night. He didn’t even try to kiss 
me. He just gave my arm a little squeeze, 
then he loped down the stairs and drove 
off 


. THE NEXT club meeting Lucy re- 

ported that she’d broken off with Neil, 
1e boy she’d been going with for quite a 
while. “I let him get me in the back seat 
the other night,” she said. “all comfy with 
: pillow under my head. When he kissed 
me his breath was so hot it almost burned 
me. But I sure cooled him off fast when I 
began to laugh at him. I knew I might as 
well.” she added, “because I couldn’t have 
strung him along any more, anyway.” 

\t every meeting each girl who’d had a 
date was supposed to report on it. Neither 
Vivra nor Debbie had had a date, so Lucy 
ealled on Joyce. 

‘I—I let Syd unbutton my blouse.” she 
said. “Just the top button. He—he got all 
panty and he talked kind of crazy. He 
said he was so crazy about me he wanted to 
break me in two. When he tried to go too 
far I told him I wasn’t sure I loved him 
enough yet. I—I had a pretty hard time 
getting him to drive me home.” 

“Sounds as if you’re really making him 
uffer,” Luey said. “Nice work. Now how 
about you, Madge?” 

[ was always so anxious to please Lucy 
that I had an impulse to lie now and tell 
her that I’d teased Chester, at least a little 
bit. But it was part of our club oath that 
we'd always be completely truthful with 
each other. 

Well, it was just a first date.” I said. 

And he didn’t even try to kiss me—” 

‘He will,” Lucy said. “We'll be expect- 
ing to hear some interesting details next 


t 


meeting. 

Lucy was right. On our very next date 
Ches did try to kiss me. We went to the 
basketball game, then after hamburgers 
ind cokes at the drive-in, he parked on a 
side-street. We talked for a while, then 
lowly his arms went around me. 

‘Oh, Madge, I—I’ve wanted to kiss you 
or so long,” he choked. Then his lips 
ame to mine, shyly at first, then so force- 
fully that my whole body tingled. I had 
never felt this way before, so—so soft and 
weak. For the first time I could under- 
stand how a girl could get in trouble with 
1 boy. And my instinct told me to get out 
»f his arms, fast. 

\t the same time I was thinking, “This 
is the way it happened with Evelyn. Some 
boy held her like this, melted her with his 
kisses, then ruined her for his own self- 
ish pleasure. Now Evelyn’s dead and that 
bey is still alive—stil' capable of driving 
other girls to destruction. Why, Chester 
Dant could even be that boy! 

I didn’t really believe he was, of course, 
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but I couldn’t deny that it was a possibil- 
ity. So just when he seemed ready to let 
me go, I put my arms around his neck. I 
pressed my lips tighter against his. 

He seemed too surprised to respond at 
first. Then he caught his breath and pulled 
me up against him so hard it hurt. He bent 
back my head and kissed my throat—and 
that’s when I stopped him. 

“Please, Chester, we—we shouldn’t go 
any farther,” I said. 

He was so sorry he just about cried. 
“Golly, Madge, I don’t know what got into 
me.” he said. “I promise I won’t let any- 
thing like that happen again. You're not 
mad at me, are you?” 

“No, I guess not,” I said slowly. 

At our next club meeting I reported all 
that had happened and everyone got a big 
laugh from it. Everyone but Joyce. She 
hardly ever laughed these days. 

“Syd was awfully hard to handle,” she 
said, when it came her.turn to report. “I 
think on our next date I'll tell him the 
truth.” 

“What do you mean by ‘the truth’?” 
Lucy demanded hotly. 

“Oh, not about the club,” Joyce said. 
“T’d never violate my oath of secrecy. But 
I think I'll tell him that [’m just not go- 
ing to give in to him.” 

“Well, that’s up to you,” Lucy said. “I’ve 
told all you girls to dangle a boy only as 
long as you think it’s safe.” 


N MY DATES with Chester now we 
always ended up parking. We'd talk 
for a while, then soon we’d be in each 
other’s arms. Sometimes Ches made the 
first move. I have to admit that more 
often I did. Oh, I wasn’t too bold about it. 
but I knew how to get him started. Just 
moving against him slightly would do it. 
At first he’d be apologetic when he went 
too far. and I finally stopped him. Then 
he got so he’d be angry. “I can’t under- 
stand you, Madge,” he said one night. 
“You act so warm and eager for affection, 
then all of a sudden you freeze up. Are 
you afraid of love? Your childhood could 
have made you that way, you know. Not 
seeing your parents show their affection 
for each other .. .” 

My, wasn’t he the little psychologist, I 
thought, repeating to myself something 
Lucy had said once about one of the boys 
who had tried to use psychology to get the 
best of her. As if I didn’t know what he 
wanted! 

“TI guess maybe I am a little afraid of 
love,” I said, making it sound as if I hoped 
he’d get me over it. And he sure tried. 
He held me and kissed me till we were 
both breathless. Then, as I felt things get- 
ting out of hand I pushed him away. 

“Take me home,” I commanded. 

That night he was frankly annoyed with 
me. And I couldn’t nelp being upset about 
it. Dating didn’t have to be like this—not 


with a boy like Ches. I had the feeling 
that if I’d just be honest with him—if I’d 
tell him I liked him and didn’t mind a 
little necking, but that I never wanted to 
go too far—he’d understand and respect 
me for it. He didn’t want to get me in 
trouble, and I had an idea that if he did 
get a girl in trouble he’d accept his 
responsibility like a man. He wouldn’t let 
that terrible thing happen to her that had 
happened to Evelyn. 

But when we had our next club meet- 
ing. and I reported what Chester had said 
and done, it somehow seemed different. 
He sounded just like any other boy who 
was out to get what he wanted, no matter 
what happened to the girl. 

“Make him squirm good,” Lucy said 
when Id finished my account. “Don’t for- 
get, for every boy we make suffer there 
have probably been hundreds of girls 
who’ve eaten out their hearts over what 
boys have done to them. We can’t get back 
at all of them, but we can get back at a 
few.” 

Joyce reported that she was trying to 
break off with Syd, but he just wouldn’t 
leave her alone. 

“You don’t have to date him if you don’t 
want to, and he'll soon give up if you let 
him know you mean it,” Lucy said. 

Joyce had been looking pretty worried, 
but now she seemed to relax. Lucy was so 
sure of everything she said you couldn’t 
help being convinced that she was right. 

I kept teasing Chester along, and one 
night we had a big blow-up. When I tried 
to get away from him he held me tight. 

“I’m beginning to think you’re a delib- 
erate tease,” he said angrily. “At first I 
thought you were just mixed up—hungry 
for love, but afraid to accept it. But the 
tricks you use to stir a guy up—I’m begin- 
ning to think they’re deliberate. And if 
there’s anything in the world I can’t stand 
it’s a girl—or a guy for that matter—who 
plays with love like it was a toy.” 

Now that Ches was so angry I began 
to realize how much he meant to me. Why, 
he was the most important thing in the 
world to me, even more important than 
the club. I realized that now. And with a 
sob I threw myself against him. My arms 
started to go around his neck. 

He pushed me savagely away. “I’ve had 
enough of your tricks,” he said. And he 
jammed his foot on the starter. 

I was hurt and angry now—too hurt and 
angry to say a word as he drove me home. 
Just when I was ready to be on the level 
with him he was ireating me like this. 
Well, I'd wait till he came crawling back, 
then I'd tell him a thing or two. 

I woke up every hour or so that night, I 
was so upset. And I planned what I would 
tell Chester on our next date. I couldn't 
tell him about the club, of course, but may- 
be I should admit that I had been a bit of 4 
tease. I’d tell him that I really liked him 
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any more. And I suddenly made up my 
mind I was through with the club. What 
we girls were doing was wrong. Id al- 
ways known that, but I hadn’t been willing 
to admit it before. Only one boy had 
harmed Evelyn, and it wasn’t right to try 


/ to make other boys suffer for what that 


one boy had done. I didn’t know where 
['d get the courage to stand up to Lucy, 
but somehow I must. . 

As it happened, I didn’t have to have a 
showdown with Lucy. At our very next 
meeting she said, “Let’s face it, girls. 
We've run this tease idea into the ground. 
| We're all running out of boy friends, and 
even if we weren’t—well, the whole thing 
js getting to be a drag. We were all kind 
of hysterical after what happened to 
Evelyn, but—I tell you what—I think it 
would be fun if we practiced up our danc- 
ing so we could be USO hostesses when 
were sixteen. Most of us will be, by the 
time school’s out—” 

Everyone gave a squeal of delight, even 
Joyce, who had been so quiet lately. Syd 
was still bothering her, though at our last 
meeting she’d reported that he seemed to 
be getting the idea that she was really 
through with him. 


§0 NOW WE BOUGHT some dance 
“’ records and we began to spend our 
club sessions practicing everything from 
the Charleston to the cha-cha. And I 
waited for Chester to ask me for another 
date. He’d seemed so crazy about me that 
I never dreamed he was really through 
with me. 

After a couple of weeks, though, when 
he didn’t even look in my direction, I 
knew that he was—unless I swallowed my 
pride and asked for another chance. 

And that’s exactly what I did one day. 
I just walked up to him after school one 
day and with a big smile I said, “Is there 
any chance you’d buy me a coke over at 
Richter’s?” 

He turned those direct eyes on me. 


| There was scorn in them, and also some- 


thing like pity. “No, I’m afraid not.” he 
said. 

That was all. He didn’t even bother to 
say he was in a hurry or anything like that. 

I caught at his sleeve. “I’m sorry about 
the way I acted, Ches,” I said. “I know 
itwas wrong. I really did sort of lead you 
om. But I wouldn’t do it any more—” 

He took my hand and quite gently he re- 
moved it from his arm. “I’m afraid it won’t 
work, Madge.” he said. “I’ve heard a lot 









of talk about you lately. I heard it before, 
of course, but I didn’t believe it until I 
‘aw for myself it was true. You're one of 
those girls who likes to lead a guy on till 
he's almost out of his mind, then laugh at 
him, You figure I got off too easy—” 

No! I mean—” But it was no use to 
“’y any more. With a courteous little nod 


now, though, and I’d promise not to tease 












Everyone knows Jan has that “special 
something.” For one thing, her com- 
plexion is knock-out ...so light and 
fair, really fabulous! But now—that’s 
one beauty secret we share! 


—There you go again! Why would anyone 2, 
born with skin as lovely as yours go through 
this greasy cream ordeal? 

— Marge, how wrong can you be! It’s not 
greasy, it’s not an ordeal, and my skin is not 
naturally light! 

—Oh, sure. And I suppose your beautiful 
complexion comes right out of that little jar? 





—Does it really work? 4. 


—And how! Smooths out and softens rough, 
coarse areas...clears up blemishes and 
blackheads, too! Leaves skin lighter and 
dreamy creamy. 


—And it’s not greasy? 
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— Well, that’s about it... because the secret 
is in the jar! 


—Jan if you're for real... tell me more! 


—Sure. This fabulous Bleach and Glow cream 
actually penetrates my skin to make it look 
shades lighter, clearer and smoother. It’s the 
special G-Plus action that does the trick— 
under the skin. 
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—Nope. See—absolutely greaseless ! I can use 
it as a night cream, or as a make-up base 
when I’m going out. 


—Well your gorgeous skin is enough to 
sell me! Maybe Bleach and Glow can do 
as much for my complexion! 


—/ know it will. It's so easy to have lovelier 
skin—with Bleach and Glow! 
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of the head, Chester had walked away. 

I felt as if my life was in ruins after 
that. I went to club meeting and prac- 
ticed dancing, but my heart wasn’t in it. 
My heart wasn’t in anything. It was only 
now that I had lost Chester that I knew 
I had really loved him. We could have had 
something beautiful together, but I had 
killed it by blindly following the lead of a 
girl that I now knew was not worthy of 
my loyalty. I’d been studying Lucy lately 
and I saw that she was bossy and selfish. 
She liked you only as long as you did 
exactly what she said. She had taken me 
under her wing in the first place mostly 
because she sensed that I’d be-a good fol- 
lower, being so unsure of myself and 
inxious to belong. 

But knowing all this now didn’t help. 
I’d lost Chester, the one boy in the world 
[ felt I could ever love. I tried once or 
twice more to become friends with him 
again, but he only thought it was another 
trick and he politely brushed me off. 

Vom Anderson got worried about me. 
as I couldn’t eat, and my school work be- 
gan to slip. “Are you in any kind of 
trouble, honey?” she asked. 

[ shook my head. I wanted to tell her all 
about the club, and how I’d lost Chester 
because of it, but I knew it would only 
worry her if she knew how foolish I'd been. 
Besides. I was still bound by my oath. 
Even though we’d given up the tease idea, 
we'd agreed never to tell anyone about it. 
Lucy still refused to admit it was bad. It 
was our memorial to Evelyn, she said, and 
we all should be glad that we’d done a 
little bit to avenge her death. We'd carry 
the secret memory of it in our hearts for- 
ever. 

Still, Mom Anderson guessed that Ches- 
ter had something to do with my low 
spirits. “If he’s right for you, he’ll come 
back to you, dear,” she said. 

Oh, how I prayed she was right! Yet 
Chester might never have spoken another 
word to me if it weren't for the horrible 
thing that happened to Joyce one night. 
Pop saw it when he opened the paper one 
Saturday morning. Joyce was in the hos- 
pital, not expected to live! 

Joyce Downs—why she’s one of your 
best friends, isn’t she, Madge?” Pop said. 

[ grabbed the paper away from him and 
began to read. It was all over the front 
page, together with a picture of Joyce. Oh, 
how sweet and pretty she was—or had 
been. Now she was lying in the hospital, 
her lovely face battered and bruised—her 
delicate body torn by a rapist. 

Before I was half-through with the ar- 
icle I was crying. It was Syd who had 
beaten and raped Joyce. She’d tried hard 
to break off with him, but last night he'd 
begged for one more date, saying that if 
she gave him that he wouldn't bother her 
any more. She was so worn out with his 
efforts to date her that she’d agreed. He 
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drove her out to a deserted spot on the 
beach and there he had raped her and 
beaten her almost to death. It was still 
doubtful that she would live. Her skull 
was fractured, her body torn inside. 


ND BECAUSE SHE thought she was 
going to die she had told the police 
everything. All about the club, which had 
started simply as a group of girls who 
were pledged to keep themselves virtuous, 
but which degenerated into a teaser’s club. 
“We wanted to avenge our friend’s 
death, and now I guess I’m going to die, 
too,” the paper quoted her as saying. 

When I'd finished reading I buried my 
face in the paper and cried until I was 
hysterical. I knew I was partly to blame 
for what had happened to Joyce. In going 
along with Lucy’s idea, I had _ given 
strength to it. 

When I could control my voice I told 
the Andersons all about the club. Joyce 
hadn’t mentioned our names, but I wanted 
them to know. I wanted to take my full 
share of the blame for what had happened 
to Joyce. 

They were shocked, but they did their 
best to comfort me. And when Lucy called 





“Double Loss” 
Many were the times I said, 
“Love won't make me lose my 
head!” 
But when I first met up with you 
I lost my head and my heart, too. 
—Roberta Wrain 





me a little while later and said she was 
getting all the girls together to pray for 
Joyce’s recovery, they encouraged me to 
go. 
Oh, how we all prayed! With tears 
streaming down her face, Lucy admitted 
that most of the blame was hers. “I just 
never figured on any guy being a maniac 
like that,” she said. 

It came out that Syd was a maniac. The 
next edition of the papers told of how he'd 
been under psychiatric treatment most of 
his life. His folks thought he was getting 
along fine. But he just wasn’t strong 
enough to stand up under Joyce’s teasing. 
All the psychiatric work of years had been 
destroyed and he’d become a madman, 
wanting to ravish and destroy her because 
she’d led him on and then denied him. 

That edition of the paper also had an 
article about Evelyn’s parents. They were 
shocked because we'd tried to punish the 
boys of Emerson High because of what had 
happened to their daughter. 


“It wasn’t a school boy who seduced 
our daughter,” they said, “but a man whom 
we considered a family friend. It was he 
who gave her the money for the abortion 
that cost her her life. We didn’t make any 
statement before because we just didn’t 
think it was necessary.” 

“Oh, I feel like such an idiot!” Lucy 
wailed. 

“You don’t feel any worse than I do,” I 
assured her. All the nice kids we'd sus- 
pected of being Evelyn’s seducer! 

By the next day we knew our prayers 
were going to be answered, though. Joyce 
was out of danger. I went to church with 
the Andersons that Sunday morning. More 
often than not I'd begged off before. But 
now I was glad to get up and get dressed, 

And who did I see in church but Ches- 
ter? Not that that was very surprising. | 
knew he went to church regularly. When 
he saw me he stiffened. Then he gave a 
little nod. 

It was after church that he came up to 
me and took my arm. How I thrilled to his 
touch as he led me a little away from our 
families. “You were one of the girls who 
belonged to that teaser’s club, weren’t 
you?” he said. 

I knew he hadn’t had a very hard time 
figuring that out. Probably by now every- 
one in school knew. Joyce and myself and 
the others were always together. 

I nodded, so ashamed I couldn’t speak. 

“T just wanted to know for sure,” he 
said. Then he turned and walked away. 

I never felt so let-down in my life. I'd 
thought that Ches might forgive me now 
that he knew everything. 

But life isn’t that simple, believe me. 
Weeks have gone by since then and he 
still shows no signs of wanting to date me. 
I’ve become active in the young people's 
group at church, though, and when this 
brings us together he treats me nicely. | 
keep thinking that when he sees I’m real- 
ly sincere—really repentant for the mis- 
takes I made—that we'll become friends 
again, 

I’ve learned the danger in following bad 
leadership. Our greatest loyalty should 
always be to ourselves, and to the instincts 
that God has given us for our protection. 
I knew that Lucy’s ideas were wrong, but 
I followed her like a sheep because I was 
weak and wanted to belong. I’m still 
friendly with her and the other girls, but 
we no longer have a club of any kind. 
The USO idea seems harmless, of course, 
but knowing Lucy, I wonder if she 
wouldn’t have found some way to cor 
rupt it. 

Joyce has left town. I pray every night 
that she'll be able to live down the terrible 
thing that happened to her. She paid a 
monstrous price for belonging to the wrong 
kind of club. I know only too well that the 
same thing could have happened to me. 


THE END 
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Pre-Marital Sex: Sin or Necessity? 


(Continued from Page 40) 


have shown that homosexuality in our so- 
ciety is largely due to the difficulties which 
males have in making heterosexual adjust- 
ments. The more pre-marital sex relations 
males have, the easier this becomes for 
them, and the less likely they are to be- 
come homosexual.” 

But what about the average person? 
Should the girl who meets a boy she is at- 
tracted to go “all the way”? Should she 
experiment just for the sake of experi- 
ence? And what about the Joyces? Is it 
all right for two people who are really in 
love and plan to marry soon to have pre- 
marital sex relations? 

To attempt to answer these questions is 
dificult, if not impossible. But to say that 
it is up to the individual, that each person 
should make up his or her own mind, is 
just an easy way out. There are too many 
conflicting views and opinions for anyone 
to make up his own mind rationally. Dr. 
Joyce Brothers, speaking on love, marriage 
and sex, points out that “our present day 
society is notably inconsistent in its atti- 
tudes toward sex conduct. The complete 
disappearance of the concept of chaperon- 
ing, and the quite common acceptance of 
going steady at an early age, have meant 
that most of us are morally on our own 
for a number of years before marriage. 
Yet public opinion still condemns _pre- 
marital sexual relations as a serious form 
of anti-social behavior for women.” We 
live in a land that values frank talk. yet 


frank answers to questions like the above 
are rare. 

Perhaps the answer can best be found 
in something that the experts rarely men- 
tion—love. “Lust for sex cannot fulfill the 
same function as love—not for women, not 
for men,” says Dr. Eleanor Hamilton, di- 
rector of the Hamilton School for marriage 
and family living. “Today, in our sex- 
symbol society,” she continues, “the em- 
phasis is on sex, from which love is sup- 
. . Kids get it all wrong. 
‘sexy, or 


posed to come . 
With the great emphasis on being 
sexually attractive at least, they think if 
you have sex relations, the rest follows. 

“When sex comes first, love does not 
necessarily follow. This is critically im- 
portant. I try to help youngsters under- 
stand that sex at its best is an expression 
of love. Love is ecstatic, fulfilling, mo- 
mentous. Sex can be meaningful or mean- 
ingless. 

“.. . What’s wrong with so much of 
pre-marital sex is the attitude people bring 
to it—they think of getting, not giving.” 

Perhaps if young people could be made 
to see that love is much more important 
than sex, that finding love is worth more 
than trying to find the answer to whether 
or not to have pre-marital sex, there would 
be less confusion, less worry about wheth- 
er to go “all the way.” 

As Dr. Hamilton put it: “If you know 
that the stars are there, you reach for 


them.” THE END 





I Tried To Force His Love 


(Continued from Page 33) 


now, and I was ashamed when I did it, but 
the longing in my heart was too great. I 
must see him at any cost, and if this was 
the only way—to entice him with gifts, 
knowing that he didn’t really want to come 
—then this was the way I would do it. I 
had no pride, no self-respect left, my one 
desire was to see Peter, and the only way to 
see him was to lure him over. 

And so I called him up and told him I 
had the model rocketship he wanted, and 
€ came over. And I got a chance to see 
him again, and knew that I must see him 
ven more. He stayed for several hours 
this time, and I could tell that he didn’t 
want to, that he was anxious to go every 
moment. But still I held him for as long 
aI could. And I knew, deep inside, that 
¢ somehow realized, young as he was, just 
What I was doing—and I knew I had lost 
Is respect, and with it his love. But still 


I couldn’t stop. Something inside me kept 
driving me on, I must see him, even if I 
must pay in his love and my self-respect. 
This yearning deep inside me, born of the 
two years of barely living, of the sudden 
deprivation of a son that I had dearly 
loved—and then of his unexpected return, 
like a second chance that I could not give 
up—drove me to sacrifice anything I had 
to, everything. I must not lose Peter. 
Peter stayed for several hours, and we 
talked—about rockets and school and how 
much he missed his father—and I discov- 
ered that he was lonely and didn’t know 
too many people yet, and I knew that be- 
cause of this I could get him to come again. 
He sat stiffly in his chair, and thanked me 
formally for the cake and cocoa I offered 
him. When I got up to get them, I felt his 
eyes on me as I walked. It will just take 
a little time for him to get used to me, I 
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thought, pretty soon he won’t even notice. 
I told him a little about Bobby, and the 
fun we used to have. When he got up to 
eo, | casually placed my hand on his shoul- 
der and he didn’t withdraw, and I felt a 
new hope—that everything would work out 
and we would eventually become very 
close . . . like mother and son. 


N THE NEXT two weeks I had him over 

four times. I lured him with a set of 
sleek new guns and holster, an electric 
train set, and twice with tiny model cars. 
I wanted to have him every day, but I knew 
if I pressed too hard I would lose him al- 
together. But even knowing this, the desire 
to see him became stronger and stronger, 
ind I knew I'd have to find some way to 
have him over for longer than a few hours. 
He had become more relaxed around me, 
and I began to feel a greater sense of con- 
hdence 

And so, on the fourth visit I brought up 
a new subject. “Peter,” I said carefully, 
remembering that he had been admiring 
in English bicycle that a neighbor had re- 
cently received, “your mother was telling 
me the other day that she would like to go 
for a short visit to your Aunt Gwen, over 
in Carver, but she doesn’t know what to do 
ibout you. She doesn’t know any of the 
neighbors well enough to feel safe about 
leaving you with them. How would you 
like to stay over here with me for a week?” 
Then quickly, before he could begin to re- 
fuse. I added, “I’ve been thinking of get- 
ting an English bike for you, so you’d have 
something to do while you were here.” 

Actually what Carolyn had said was that 
Gwen wanted her to come, and she hadn’t 
decided yet whether to go. I knew if Peter 
agreed, she would go. 

“Well,” he said now, slowly, “I guess Pll 
stay over here. When does it start?” 

And that was that. The next day he 
came over with a small suitcase. and I pre- 
sented him with the bike. During the week, 
he was out most of the time riding it, and 
at night he would go right to bed after 
supper. I had the feeling that he was de- 
liberately avoiding me. 

But on his last evening I had reached a 
state where I had to have him near me for 
at least a little while. 

‘Peter,” I said casually after supper, 
putting my arm around his shoulder, “have 
you been enjoying your visit?” 

‘It’s okay,” he said, not looking at me. 

The bike’s swell.” 

‘You'll be going back tomorrow,” I 
said, “I just wanted to tell you how much 
I’ve enjoyed your visit.” 

“Oh, that’s okay,” he said, and I could 
tell that he was becoming uncomfortable. 

‘You know, Peter,” I persisted, feeling 
desperate, knowing he was still really as 
far away from me as that first day I had 
seen him in the park. “I’ve been very 
lonely since my own little boy, Bobby, died. 
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You’ve made my life much better—much 
happier. I want us to be as close as mother 
and son.” 

By now he was squirming uncomfort- 
ably, but I went on anyway. “I love you 
very much, Peter,” I said, “and I wish you 
could stay with me all the time. I wish I 
could keep you here forever—” 

“No!” he suddenly shouted, twisting free 
of my arm, and I couldn’t help hearing 
the fear in his voice. 

“Peter!” I said, not bothering to dis- 
guise the hurt I felt. “Wouldn’t you want 
to—wouldn’t you even like to stay with me 
again for a while? Like this time?” 

“I—J don’t know,” he said, and my heart 
cried out: I don’t want to put you through 
this, to try to force you to say things you 
don’t want to say, things you don’t mean. 
But I’m desperate, I need you, and Ill do 
anything to have you. Forgive me—some- 
day, maybe, you'll forgive me, I have noth- 
ing else but you in my life. 

“T’ve got a mother. I should go home,” 
Peter was saying. “My mother will want 
me home.” 

“Of course she will,” I said, feeling con- 
trite. “I didn’t mean that you would stay 
here. I was just telling you what I'd like. 
Of course, your home is with your mother.” 

But I could tell he was still afraid, and 
after a minute he went on to bed. I sat 
there, in the big empty living room, think- 
ing about Peter and wondering if I could 
ever win his love. For a while I planned 
ways to get him back for another week’s 
visit, but my eyes grew heavy and I 
couldn’t concentrate. I dozed off—it only 
seemed a minute or so—but when I opened 
my eves the room was dark and the hands 
of the clock said ten minutes of two. 

I got up and started for my bedroom, 
but something made me think of Peter and 
I suddenly wanted to see him just once 
more before he left, to look at him sleep- 
ing and touch his hair. I moved toward 
the small room that he was sleeping in, 
my left foot dragging heavily and sound- 
ing somehow very loud in the still house. 
I reached the small room, noticing how 
the light from the hall lamp outside caused 
my shadow to stretch out long and thin in 
front of me. 

I moved as quietly as I could in the 
room, but my foot still dragged noisily in 
the quiet house. As I got closer to his bed 
I noticed his figure under the sheets stif- 
fen slightly and I wondered whether he 
were awake. I moved beside the bed and 
leaned down to look at him, and I reached 
out my hand to touch his head. But just 
as I did, I saw his body shudder, and with 
a convulsive sob he twisted out of the bed 
on the other side and fled from the room. 
I heard him sobbing, almost hysterically, 
as he ran down the hall, and then the front 
door slammed shut and the house was 
silent. 

I stood there, feeling shock, feeling al- 


most disbelief. The whole thing had hap- 
pened so quickly, I still couldn’t believe it. 
But the bed was empty, and in my mind I 
could still hear his sobs and see his body 
shudder as I leaned over to touch him. 
Could I have frightened him that much? 
The awful stillness of the house answered 


my unspoken question. How could he 
dread me and my touch so completely, so 
terribly. What had I done? My God, | 
thought, what have I done? 

And then a picture suddenly flashed in 
my mind, a picture of a small boy, terrified, 
almost hysterical, rushing blindly into the 
night, wearing only his thin pajamas. True, 
it was summer, but nighttime, even in the 
summer, can become very cool. 

Then I saw him running, stumbling, not 
looking where he was going, not seeing a 
speeding car as he hurled himself across 
the street. 

He could die, 1 thought with sudden 
horror, he could die, just like Bobby did. 
Just like Bobby, I could lose him too. 

I rushed to the door and looked out, 
straining my eyes to see into the darkness. 
but the blackness eneveloped everything 
and the only sound I heard was an occa- 
sional car passing by on the main street. 

Call Carolyn, I thought suddenly, she 
got home this evening, she'll be there. I’ve 
got to call Carolyn. He can’t die, like 
Bobby did, he can’t die. I hurried into the 
house and dialed her number, my mind still 
focused on Peter dying. 

“Carolyn,” I said the minute she picked 
up the phone. My voice sounded breath- 
less, incoherent, “‘Peter—Peter, he'll die— 
like Bobby did—” 

“Lee,” I heard her exclaim, “what’s the 
matter? What’s happened to Peter?” 

“He’s gone. He ran off. Oh, Carolyn,” 
I cried, my voice breaking, “he’ll die, just 
like Bobby did. He’ll die, he’ll die. I just 
know he will. My boy will die, my Bob- 
by . . .” I sobbed, in my mind seeing the 
still, lifeless form, the small body. 

“Lee!” the sharp crack of her voice 
penetrated the formless fears in my mind. 
so that I gasped and tried to stop the sobs 
that were coming uncontrollably by now. 
“Lee,” she said again, “come out of it! 
Tell me what happened, what happened to 
my son?” 

The words “my son” brought me out of 
it with a shock. He was her son. I had 
been thinking of him as mine, as my boy. 
as another Bobby. Now my mind became 
clear. I must tell her what happened, and 
between us perhips we could find Peter. 

And so I told her, brokenly, as much as 
I could, what had happened. “I don't 
know, exactly, what scared him,” I said. 
“T guess it was me. But when he ran out of 
here, he was terrified. Anything could 
have happened to him, we’ve got to find 
him.” 

“Now, listen, Lee,” Carolyn said, “he 
might be coming home. We’ve got to wait. 
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Did he know I got back this evening?” 

“J don’t know, I can’t think.” 

“Well, he might, and he might be com- 
ing home. There’s a possibility. So we'll 
wait. We'll give him fifteen minutes. You 
wait there, he might come back there. If 
he hasn’t got back in fifteen minutes, I'll 
call the police. Okay?” 

I told her okay, and we hung up. That 
was the longest fifteen minutes of my life. 
I sat beside the phone, my ears straining 
for any sound, knowing in my heart that 
he would not come back here. I knew that 
he had left in such terror he would rather 
wander the streets in his pajamas than 
come back to me. But I waited, and I 
listened, and I worried. I thought about 
Bobby and how he had died, and I knew 
I couldn’t let Peter die too. 


UDDENLY the phone rang, its shrill 
“’ tone piercing the still house. It was 
Carolyn, to tell me that she had called the 
police. I hung up, called a cab, and hur- 
ried over. 

When I got there, Carolyn was sitting 
in the front room, a pot of coffee and two 
cups on the table beside her. I sat down 
and she poured me some coffee. 

“They said they would call all the cars, 
put it on the radio,” she said tensely. “He 
-the man I spoke to—said he was prob- 
ably not hurt, said not to worry. Oh, God, 
they've got to find him, they’ve got to.” 
She got up and began pacing back and 
forth across the room. 

I sat there, feeling helpless, knowing her 
misery, her torment, knowing I had caused 
it, and unable to stop it. I drank coffee and 
watched her pace and listened—to the floor 
creak, to the clock ticking, to a curtain 
rustle. Once we heard the squeal of car 
tires, and Carolyn stopped abruptly, her 
hands at her face, and cried, “Oh my 
God!” Then the car started up, the silence 
began again, and she started pacing, back 
and forth, across the room again. 

Suddenly she stopped and looked at me. 
“You called him your boy,” she said ac- 
cusingly. “Why did you say that? You 
said ‘my boy, my Bobby!’ Oh, Lee, what 
have you done?” 

Tears were streaming down my face as I 
answered, “I don’t know. God help me, I 
don't know. He—he was so like Bobby, 
} just like my Bobby. But Bobby’s dead, and 
[had nothing, and he came and I wanted 
him. It was just like Bobby had come 
back. And now he’s gone too, I’ve lost 
your Peter too.” 

j “No!” she cried. “He can’t be dead, he 
isn’t dead. What will I do if I lose him?” 

And all I could do was sit there and 
watch her anguish. 

The sound of the doorbell interrupted 








our thoughts. For a second we looked at 
“ach other, then she raced to the front door 
and I hurried after her. The policeman 
who was standing there looked ominous for 













only a minute. Then he grinned and lifted 
down the small figure, wrapped in his big 
coat. I was so relieved the tears started to 
come to my eyes. 

Peter stood there for a minute, his eyes 
sleepy. Then just before Carolyn rushed 
to him, he caught sight of me, and I 
watched, my heart sick, as the safe look 
in his eyes turned to horror, terror. I took 
a-step toward him, wanting somehow to 
change that look, and he began sobbing 
wildly. Carolyn caught him in her arms 
and held him to her, trying to stop his cry- 
ing, and my heart ached for him. 

“Petey, Petey.” Carolyn was murmuring, 
“it’s all right, everything is all right. This 
But the sobs didn’t 
Not until after the 
had and Carolyn had 
taken him into the kitchen, and heated up 
some milk for him. Then he could only sit 
shivering, until finally the warmth of the 
milk began to take effect and he relaxed. 

I had been just 
the kitchen door, but now I relaxed a little 
Carolyn began to question him very 
“Petey.” “why 
Why leave 


is only your Aunt Lee.” 
stop for a long time. 


policeman gone, 


standing stiffly inside 
too. 
did you 
Aunt 


she said, 


did 


gently. 
run 
Lee’s?” 

Peter took another sip of milk, then be- 
gan tracing patterns on the tablecloth with 
I could tell he didn’t want to 
“She—I 


away? you 


his finger. 
answer. Finally he said slowly, 
was scared. I got scared.” 

“What scared you?” Carolyn asked. 

I don’t know, I just got scared. She— 
she said she was going to make me stay 
there with her. All the time. And I didn’t 
want to—I wanted to Not 
even for the presents. I wanted to come 
home.” 


come home. 


He paused, and Carolyn prompted, “But 
why did you run away like that? So late 
at night, in your pajamas. You knew you 
were coming home the next day. What 
made you run off like that?” 

“T—woke up, late at night, and it was 
scarey, and I heard her foot—I heard her 
walking, coming toward me. Then I saw 
this long shadow, and it was late at night, 
and she came into my room and I thought 
she was going to—to kill me. And she 
came right up to the bed and—” 

“Petey,” Carolyn was saying, “now you 
know that isn’t true. Why would your 
Aunt Lee want to kill you?” 

“T don’t know, but that’s what I thought. 
She wanted to take me away from you, and 
then she came in late at night—with her 
foot... and... 1 was scared.” 

“Peter,” I said, coming toward him, but 
he drew back so quickly and his eyes 
showed such fright, that I stopped. “Peter,” 
I said again, “I didn’t mean that I would 
take you away from your mother. I—” 

“Yes you did. Yes you did!” he cried, 
and I watched as the terror again mounted 
on his face. 

“Peter,” I began. but he started sobbing 
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igain, and when I took a step toward him, 
to help him calm down, the sobs grew al- 
most wild. I looked helplessly at Carolyn, 
but she motioned that I’d better go. I left 
as quietly as I could. 
\ll the way home in the taxi my mind 
ouldn’t focus on anything. I thought 
ibout Peter sitting in the kitchen, his thin 
houlders hunched up under the cotton 
pajamas. I thought about his face as he 
lrank the milk, and later as he told about 
yvaking up, his eyes getting larger and 
larger, mirroring the fear he felt. And 
then I thought, oh, God, / did that to him. 
But my mind wouldn’t stay on it. I guess 
| couldn’t bear to think about it. My mind 
noved to Carolyn, and I saw her as she 
paced back and forth across the room. back 
nd forth. Then I saw her when she looked 
it me and said, “What have you done?” 
But I couldn’t think about that either, and 
o finally my mind became blank and I 
looked. out the window at the houses we 
ssed 
When I got home, I walked slowly into 
the house. It was dark and still and I 
lidn’t bother turning on any lights. I 
valked slowly down the hall, and when 
[ came to the small room that Peter had 
slept in, I went in. I sat down on the 
little chair beside his bed, and looked at 
sheets tossed off the bed, at the pillow 
vith its slight indentation, where his head 


had rested. 

{nd then suddenly it all became too 
nuch, and I wept. Deep, heart-rending 
sobs that shook my body and left me weak. 
What had I done? How could I have de- 
liberately gone about ruining a small boy? 
What kind of woman was I? 

What I had done, I thought I had done 
ut of love. I know now it wasn’t love— 
it was selfishness. I had lost a husband 
ind son, and when I saw a small boy who 


might replace the son, I deliberately set out 
to win him over to me, never thinking 
about the boy—who might have just lost 
a father and therefore might be feeling in- 
secure about his mother, and who, I knew, 
didn’t really like me, was in fact afraid of 
me—and never thinking about the mother, 
and how she might be hurt. 

Now that it is all over, I can see the 
danger of living as I did, completely alone 
and with nothing of any meaning in my 
life. Because if anything ever comes that 
might put meaning in, you grab it without 
thinking. without deciding the best way— 
as I did. And to just reach out and grab. 
can destroy some things—as I have nearly 
destroyed a small boy, and with him, his 
mother. I know now that instead of ex- 
isting. as I had done, you have to live each 
day to the fullest, get as much meaning 
And that way if 
someone im- 


out of it as you can. 
something important—or 
portant—does come along, it will not over- 
whelm you to such an extent that you lose 
all perspective, all reasoning, and just 
take, thinking of nobody but yourself. 

It’s been several weeks now since that 
terrible night, and I haven’t seen Peter at 
all. Carolyn thinks it would be better if I 
didn’t, for a while—he still gets upset 
about it. I'll stand by her decision, but I 
hope that in time I will be able to see him. 
I would like to try to explain to him why 
I did what I did—to make him understand, 
so that maybe he won’t hate me as much 
as he probably does. I want him to know 
that since that night I have done a lot of 
thinking. of realizing, and of changing. 
and that I have become a different—and a 
better—person because of it. Now I don’t 
exist in a kind of vacuum—I live each 
day, to the fullest. And I know that if I 
ever get another chance. I won’t lose it. 


THE END 





‘We Had To 


Get Married’ 


(Continued from Page 37) 


Viom just said it would be all right. 
Lonnie didn’t have any trouble getting 
iway for the weekend either, and on Sat- 
rday we drove out of the state so we 
suld get married. On the way both of us 
kept talking about what we’d say when we 
had to give our ages but when the time 
ime everything happened so easily. I got 
e feeling nobody cared so long as we 
ad the money, but at the last, standing by 
Lonnie, a bald-headed justice of the peace 
learing his throat and reading the words 
1 a bored tone, I knew a kind of ugliness. 
answered and let Lonnie slip a cheap 
ring on my finger. I felt shabby, like 
everything was happening fast because no- 
body really wanted me and that lonely 


of 


emptiness still ached in my heart when 
Lonnie and I went to the motel where we’d 
rented a cabin. The click of the lock when 
Lonnie slammed the door shut was like 
having a whole part of me gone. Standing 
slim, the glare of the overhead light harsh 
as I stood facing the dresser mirror, I 
stared at myself. Purposely to look older, 
I'd worn my close-fitting jade green sheath 
dress and a pair of high heels I bought 
special. I had my light hair brushed back. 
But everything, the makeup and lipstick. 
was suddenly like seeing somebody I did 
not know. I turned, looking up, and when 
Lonnie faced me I whispered, “It’s going 
to be all right. Tell me it is, Lonnie.” I 
blinked my eyes. “Please, Lonnie. Please 
say vou love me.” 


Lonnie put his hands on my shoulders. 
He pulled me close and said he loved me 
into my hair, but there was more fear than 
strength in his voice. He held me like he 
was afraid to be alone and later, the two 
of us hiding in the naked shadows, Lonnie 
was rough like he was trying to prove 
something to himself. When I twisted away 
from his searching fingers, he tightened 
his hand, jamming me down, whispering, 
“You wanted to get married, didn’t you? 
Well you’re my wife now, so be nice. You 
hear me, Debbie? Be nice.” 

Because I didn’t want him to be mad 
with me I tried to be what he wanted but 
pretending didn’t do any good. I just 
couldn’t do enough to satisfy Lonnie. | 
couldn’t even feel there was anything beau- 
tiful left in giving. But the real ugliness 
of our marriage came out on Sunday night 
when we went home. Driving back both 
of us were trying to figure out what we 
were going to do. Lonnie had twenty-two 
dollars in cash and he still had over a 
hundred in his savings account. I had six 
dollars I'd saved out of my allowance. I 
had a little more than twenty dollars in a 
Christmas club I'd started but we really 
didn’t have any plans, or even a place to 
go for the night. 


HAT WAS WHY Lonnie decided to 

stop at their drive-in. He said, “I’m 
going to have to tell my dad sooner or 
later, Debbie.” He took a deep breath and 
as I looked up, seeing him caught in the 
glare of the oncoming traffic, I saw the 
lights glinting on his hair, the shadows 
showing the uneasy way he kept working 
his mouth. “It ain’t going to be any better 
tomorrow,” he went on. “Besides, I don’t 
know what we ought to do now.” 

I started to say maybe we could rent a 
motel room again but Lonnie got mad and 
told me that cost too much. He slowed, 
taking his foot off the gas pedal. Up ahead 
the big neon sign blinked on and off. 
Lonnie crowded over, getting ready to 
make a left hand turn. He was so nervous 
we almost got hit, but that was nothing 
to what happened after we’d pulled around 
to the back and parked the car. Getting 
out, Lonnie told me to stay by the car until 
he’d had a chance to break the news gently. 

I got out, touching his arm, and looked 
up, whispering it would be all right but 
Lonnie wasn’t so sure. 

“You never saw my Dad really mad,” he 
said. He shrugged, his white jacket flut- 
tering in the warm breeze. He lifted his 
hand to run his fingers through his hair 
and then, without another word, jerked 
away from me and walked to the back door 
of the restaurant. 

I stayed by the car, tired from the long 
ride. I guess in the shimmer of the lights 
I looked all right because one of the car 
hops, a dark girl named Madge, came over 
to say she hadn’t seen me or Lonnie around 
the place. She gave me a long look, and 
said I looked real grown up in high heels. 
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“You got the figure for that sheath dress 
too, honey,” she grinned. “First thing you 
know you'll be old enough to get married.” 
She shook her head. “It happens before 
you know it,” she said, then added, “Enjoy 
being a kid while you can.” 

Right then, out in front, a car blinked 
for service. Madge left and it was a good 
thing too because just about a minute later 
Lonnie and his father came banging out of 
the back entrance. The door slammed and 
when I turned, Lonnie’s father was already 
cursing. 

He was a big man, taller than Lonnie 
and a lot heavier. His eyebrows were 
bushy, black like his hair and he was per- 
spiring from working in the kitchen. His 
white shirt was open at his neck, and he 
shrugged his wide shoulders into a jacket. 

Behind him Lonnie yelled, “Pa, for 
God’s sakes, give me a chance to explain.” 

But that was as far as he got. Whirling 
around, his father swore viciously. 

“You’ve said enough,” he shouted. “You 
hear me? Shut up.” He spit with the 
words, lifting his hand and rubbing his 
forearm across his mouth. At the same 
time, striding to where I was standing, he 
stared at me like he was going to explode 
wih rage and, in a way, he did. He 
crowded me back, and calling me a cheap 
little slut, he accused me of being ready 
todo anything to get Lonnie to marry me. 

“I should have known,” he yelled. 
“You're just another little two-bit hussy. 
Look at you. Fifteen. Lipstick, tight dress, 
high heels. What are you trying to prove? 
Or do you just want to make sure every- 
body knows what you’ve got?” 

By then I was just about crazy with the 
way he was shouting at me. I was crowded 
back against the car, crying, and I turned 
my head from side to side, and saw some 
of the car hops come around the side of 
the building to see what was going on. 
Lonnie’s mother came out too. She shooed 


‘the help back to work and coming down 


by the car she grabbed Lonnie’s father 
by his arm. 

“John,” she begged. “For God’s sake, 
quiet down.” 

She was just about crying herself, her 
dyed red hair glinting. She finally got 
Lonnie’s father to stop shouting but he 
didn’t stop Whispering 
hoarsely, he kept saying he wasn’t going 
to let me make a wreck out of Lonnie’s 
life. “And how do we know you're having 
Lonnie’s baby? I’ve seen too many cheap 
litle tramps. What you'll do for one guy, 
you'll do for anybody else that came 
along.” 

Shaking my head, I tried to tell him he 
was wrong but when he just kept saying 
the same thing, I called to Lonnie. Shud- 
dering, with my voice aching in my throat, 
begged Lonnie to make his father let me 
ilone but when Lonnie started to argue, 
his father got mad all over again. He 
called Lonnie a dumb kid and began curs- 
ing, and shouldering Lonnie’s mother away. 


being nasty. 
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Then he started saving he wasn’t going to 
let us stay married. Lonnie got mad and 
yelled he didn’t need anvthing. Starting 
toward me, he shouted. “I’m sorry I even 
»me home.” He tried to reach me but his 
father jerked him around and slapped him 
across the face. Being so big, Lonnie’s 
knocked him down to his knees 
ind Lonnie knelt there, blood trickling 
from the corner of his mouth. His face 
was all contorted like he was going to 

and his father knew it. Keeping his 
mother from touching Lonnie. his father 
old him he was through unless Lonnie 


father 


showed some sense. 

You think you can take care of vour- 
elf? Well, you just go and try. When 
you get sick of doing that you come home.” 
He looked at me. and added, “But don’t 

yu dare bring that little tramp.” 

Lonnie’s mother was crying, trying to 
et Lonnie and his father to make up but 
Lonnie was too mad to even talk. He just 
kept shaking his head and his father was 
just as stubborn. In the end, he grabbed 
Lonnie’s mother by the arm, and _ prac- 
tically shoved her back into the restaurant. 

Afterwards, remembering how _ the 
people from out in front were staring when 
Lonnie got up, I only held the first touch 
f the bitterness of that night. When I 
tried to help Lonnie, ke took his anger out 
He pushed my hand away and told 
o get in the car. He got in, wiping 
his cut mouth with his handkerchief, turn- 
ng to pick on me because I was still crying 


mn me 


ne 


he Iplessly. 
For Pete’s sake, shut up,” he yelled and 
vhen I lifted my face, trying to get him 
be nice to me, he started in blaming 
ne for the way things were turning out. 

And Dad is right,” he said bitterly. “We 
eed somebody to help us.” Lonnie started 
the car. “Well,” he said, “you got us into 
his. Now figure what we do next.” 

[ knew when Lonnie said that he was 
cared but he made me feel awful anyway. 
Besides it wasn’t fair for him to make me 
eel like everything was all my fault. When 

e stopped a little ways past the restaurant 
to rent a room for the night, I told him 
that but when Lonnie slammed the door 
hut and threw himself down on the bed, 
ie said, “All right, all right, so [’'m to 
blame too, but believe me, Debbie nobody 

ade you do anything. All you had to do 

say no.” 

| was so mad I[ could have slapped him 
but I just stood there without saying a 
word. Just like I knew I was trapped, I 
hugged my arms across my body. I was 
the one who was pregnant. I was the one 
who couldn’t change anything. The know- 
ing choked in my throat and I guess it 
made me grow up too because later, when 
[ called home and told Mom what Lonnie 
and | had done, I felt like I was a million 
years old. I didn’t try to argue with Mom, 
[ just let her go ahead saying I must be 
crazy and then softly, my voice aching, I 
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said. “But it’s true, Mom. Don’t you see? 
I had to get married.” 

Mom didn’t want to believe me when 
I told her that on the telephone but an 
hour later when Lonnie and I went over 
to the house, she had sent the rest of the 
kids to bed. She and my father were wait- 
ing for us in the living room. I could see 
Mom had been crying but Pa just looked 
like he couldn’t understand what had hap- 
pened. He couldn’t either because all 
through those next two hours, he just kept 
shaking his head and saying. “But why. 
Debbie. why?” 

Mom was a little more practical. She 
got a hot supper for me and Lonnie but 
all the time, listening to her, answering 
questions, trying to explain, I felt like 
everybody didn’t quite want to face the 
real truth. I didn’t either. I didn’t want 
to come right out and say how Lonnie and 
I were together so many nights but. at the 
same time, I felt like screaming. I wanted 
to ask Mom or somebody why they didn’t 
stop us before it was too late but, at the 
last. when we’d talked everything out, Dad 
said, “Well, I don’t know how it happened 
but you kids have got to face facts. There’s 
nothing we can do to change anything now. 
We'll pitch in and help all we can but, be- 
lieve me, you’re going to find out being 
married and having a baby is no bed of 
roses.” 


ELL, PA WAS right. With the two 

of us being so young. Lonnie and I 
hardly knew where to turn next all during 
that summer. His folks never did a thing 
for us, we had to take whatever we could 
get for a place to live. For the first two 
weeks we lived with my family but Lonnie 
hated it. I did too and with the other kids 
milling around, the house was so crowded 
nobody had any chance to really be alone. 
Nights Lonnie got mad at me because I 
tried to keep him quiet and, in the end, 
after he picked up a job in the super- 
market on the corner of Wendle and 
Eighth, we managed to get a little two- 
room basement apartment for ourselves. 
It was a cramped little place with a back 
entrance on the alley but we only got it 
because I agreed to help Mrs. Tith with 
the cleaning around the place. 

She was a big tall woman with strag- 
gling hair she kept dyed black. Day in 
and day out, she slopped around in old 
faded cotton dresses that hung like sacks 
on her shapeless figure. She was tight- 
fisted and always mad about the way every- 
thing cost too much, and she never let me 
forget I was supposed to do so much work 
a day to make up the rent we would have 
had to pay. “If you don’t like doing a 
little honest scrubbing,” she’d say. “then 
you got a right to move.” 

At first, knowing how hard it was going 
to be for us to get along, I tried my best 
to be cheerful but I never felt I got any 
help from Lonnie. He complained all the 
time and to hear him you'd think he was 
doing something wonderful to use the 


money he made to buy food and pay our 
bills. It got worse after the steel strike. 
Pa couldn’t help us much because he was 
laid off at the truck plant but Lonnie never 
gave me any credit for what I did. Even 
when it was getting close to the time for 
me to have the baby. he just kept nagging 
at me. I was helping Mrs. Tith but Lonnie 
grumbled because I wasn’t a spic and span 
housekeeper like his mother. He acted 
like it was my fault because he couldn’t 
spend all his time running around in his 
car. 

I was getting big, and I already felt bad 
enough. The winter was a wet one too, 
We'd drifted away from all the kids we'd 
known in school and the night we had our 
big fight we were arguing because Lonnie 
had had to quit school. I knew that was 
true enough but, sitting at the kitchen 
table, he began picking at me while I did 
the supper dishes. Lonnie made it sound 
like U'd wrecked his life. 

I was already tired, and as I listened I 
suddenly broke a dish in the hot soapy 
water. Jerking my hands back I got water 
splashed on my blue cotton maternity 
jacket and all at once I blew up myself. 
Whirling, my hands dripping suds, I yelled 
at him to stop nagging at me. “I’m sick 
of hearing you whine,” I sobbed. I caught 
my breath. tears burning in my eyes but 
Lonnie still had to try to show me he was 
boss. Jumping up, he knocked his cup to 
the floor and when it broke he told me to 
stop fighting and help him clean up the 
mess, 

[I told him to do his own dirty work and 
when he grabbed at me, I twisted, scratch- 
ing, slapping, and screamed he was a 
coward. “Why don’t you stop acting like 
a spoiled kid,” I yelled. 

By then I was past thinking. I hammered 
at Lonnie with my fists and he hit me. 
His knuckles cut my mouth but I slapped 
back at him and he hit me again. The 
blow knocked me against the sink and I 
slipped, falling to the floor. Kneeling 
there. sobbing, with my mouth bleeding, I 
wouldn’t let Lonnie touch me and that was 
the way we were when old Mrs. Tith came 
running down from her apartment. 

I know in that moment I must have 
looked terrible. I was crying. My mouth 
was smeared with blood. Lonnie was cry- 
ing himself. When Mrs. Tith yelled at 
him, he just kept staring at me, asking me 
to get up. When I slapped his hands away, 
he finally turned to Mrs. Tith. “I never 
wanted to hit her,” he shouted. “Can’t you 
see? She plagued me into it.” 

Mrs. Tith told him to shut up or she’d 
call the police but, in the end, instead of 
doing that, she called my folks. By the 
time they came I was sick, sobbing with 
the searing pains that cramped my body. 
I was still fighting Lonnie, and I wouldn't 
let him help me. In the end, Mom and my 
father took me home with them. When we 
were leaving, Lonnie ran out on the side 
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walk, grabbing the side of the car and 
yelling for me to give him a chance to say 
he was sorry. 


UT IT WAS already too late for words 

to do any good. Only a little while 
after we’d got home, Pa had to get the 
doctor. I was still more than two months 
ahead of my time but by the time the doc- 
tor was able to do anything for me I was 
already in labor. He gave me a shot but 
before the night was over my baby died. 

Mom tried to keep that from me when 
I first came back to consciousness but I 
kept begging to see my baby and finally 
they had to tell. Mom bent down, hug- 
ging me, saying everything that could have 
heen done had been done but I just kept 
shaking my head, crying, “No, God no. I 
want to see my baby. Please, Mom. 
Please.” 

But crying wasn’t going to change any- 
thing and that was the first thought that 
came to me when Lonnie came into my 
room in the early grey light of that next 
morning. Turning my cheek against the 
pillow, I saw him tall and slim, his eyes 
tired. I guess I knew he’d been waiting all 
night but I just stared at him bitterly when 
he whispered, “Debbie. Oh, God, Debbie, 
what am I going to do?” 

Knowing the emptiness that made his 
voice hurt with an aching hollowness, I 
held bitterness myself. All the locked-up 
resentment of all the months we’d been 
married blurred in my eyes. Under the 
covers, I clenched my hands. I wanted him 
to suffer, to know what he’d done to me 
and to our baby, and that wanting blinded 
me to what I was doing when I said, “Why 
do you ask me, Lonnie? Haven’t you al- 
ready done enough?” 

For a long moment neither of us said 
anything more and then, suddenly, a harsh 
sob burst out of him. He whirled and ran 
out of the room. I heard the pounding of 
his footsteps as he raced down the hall 
and, afterwards, when no one knew wheth- 
er Lonnie was dead or alive, I kept the 
terror of that sound, the way Lonnie had 
gone like he was running from everything, 
even from himself, 

I guess, knowing how / could forget the 
pain of what had happened to us, I should 
have known Lonnie felt even worse. In a 
way, I did, but as I slept, woke up, and 
slowly regained my strength, I didn’t care 
® about Lonnie and that next day when his 
mother and his father came to talk to me, 
| couldn’t help knowing I was getting a 
chance to make them feel as awful as they 
had made me feel. 

In the beginning, when they wanted to 
ve me, I didn’t even want to talk to them 
but Mom and my father told me Lonnie 
had taken his car and disappeared. 

“They think you can help,” Mom whis- 
pered. She patted my hand. “Talk to 
them, Debbie. They’re frightened.” 

Waiting, remembering, I thought that 
‘ved them right but Lonnie’s father was 








nothing like he’d been that first night 
when he’d yelled at me. Instead, he held 
his hat, and looked down at the floor, 
walking behind Lonnie’s mother and she 
was the one who told me Lonnie had come 
home after seeing me. 

“He was crying.” she whispered. “He 
kept saying he killed the baby. I tried to 
stop him but he said he never wanted to 
talk to me or his father ever again.” She 
paused, waiting, tears streaming down her 
face. Behind her Lonnie’s father 
watching me and he nodded when she went 
on, saying she was sorry for the way things 
had turned out. 

“We'd wanted so much for Lonnie,” she 
said softly. “I guess a lot of this is our 
fault but none of us can undo the past, 
Debbie.” She stopped again, turning to 
Lonnie’s father. “You ask her, John,” she 
whispered. 

Lonnie’s father nodded again. He took a 
deep breath, then told me Lonnie was 
somewhere driving the old Ford conver- 
tible. “I did a lot of wrong.” he finished. 
“Lonnie did too but he’s all by himself 
now, Debbie. He’s alone and scared. A 
lot of it’s my fault but I can’t change that 
now. All I know is if he is still all right, 
you’re the only one who can help him.” 

He stopped, letting his hands fall to his 
side, and in that moment of silence memory 
was reality coming back, the way Lonnie’s 
father had yelled at me, the way he’d never 
offered to help or to even care what hap- 
pened to me. Now I had my turn. I 
shivered, a little flame of bitterness flaring 
in my mind but in that same instant, I saw 
Mom and Dad waiting by the door. Mom 
was holding Joel in her arms. Susie and 
Bruce were close to Pa but like Lonnie’s 
folks they were all watching me. 


stood 


ONE OF THEM said anything but I 

knew Mom was holding her breath. 
I sensed the love of her straining to me and 
I clenched my hands under the covers. In 
the tightness of my fingers, I held the way 
I wanted things—Lonnie tortured as I had 
been tortured. his folks begging. need- 
ing help from me—but with the squeezing 
of my fists I knew I was holding on to 
being a kid too. The thinking was the 
whispering of truth because, if Lonnie 
had failed me, I had failed myself. In the 
beginning, I knew what I was doing when 
I went all the way. We'd got married— 
but that hadn’t solved our problems. I 
knew hurting Lonnie’s mother and father 
wouldn’t solve anything either and a tear 
trickled down my cheek. I felt it wet. My 
eyes blurred but I was finally seeing clear- 
ly when I whispered, “All right. I’ll help. 
I’m tired of everything being wrong. I 
want to try again. I'll help. What can I 
do?” 

Mom cried for me that day but I know 
both she and Pa were proud of me, and 
there was a way I could get to Lonnie. 
His father arranged with the local broad- 
casting station to make a recording of me 
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asking Lonnie to come back. I said, 
“Please, Lonnie, running won’t change any- 
thing. The way you feel will just go with 
you. Come back. We're still young. We 
love each other and we’re man and wife. 
[hat’s still real, Lonnie, and we need each 
other. I know that. I want you to help 
me try again. Please, Lonnie, come back.” 

It was eleven that next night when Lon- 
nie finally came walking into the hospital. 
Except for the nurse on duty I was alone 
and after Lonnie came she left us. At the 
door I heard her saying she’d call Lonnie’s 
folks but before they got there, before the 
newspapers got the story to print, Lonnie 
and I just had each other. 

He came dirty, unshaven, his shirt 
wrinkled, his hair and jacket still wet from 
the cold, freezing mist that was falling out- 
side and when I whispered his name, he 
stopped a step from my bed. Lifting his 
hand and rubbing his fingers across his 
face, he said, “I heard you, Debbie. I was 
trying to get up my nerve to die and I 
heard you.” He shivered, closing his eyes 
for a moment. “I just kept driving, think- 
ing, remembering all I did. I was scared 
to live and scared to die. Then I heard 


you.” His voice broke and he went down 
beside the bed, pressing his face to me, 
sobbing, “Oh, God, Debbie, I need you to 
forgive me. I need you so much.” 

He was asking, begging, but I knew 
I’d already forgiven when I let bitterness 
go and gave up my chance to hurt back. 
I told Lonnie and, in telling, God gave me 
what I really wanted. He gave me the 
strength to believe in love, the faith to 
make a new start with Lonnie. 

That new start has been good for us too. 
In the months since then, in spite of our 
age, Lonnie and I have stopped being kids. 
We know marriage is a goodness to earn. 
To just get married was to start on the 
wrong foot. We'll never be really free of 
what happened either but I’m pregnant 
again. Both our families are helping. I 
guess we’ve all learned Lonnie and I had 
freedom and choices to make before we 
were really able to handle our own feel- 
ings. We know that a lot of our trouble 
came of having that much freedom and in 
knowing, Lonnie and I pray we can some- 
day save our own children from the mis- 


take we made. THE END 





! Gave Too Much For Too Little 


(Continued from Page 21) 


and her long sickness. I believe now that 
nerves made me cough, knowing how Bob 
would react when he came home and saw 
what we had done. I didn’t want Ernie to 
see him in one of his dark moods. 

Before Ernie left that afternoon he did 
what he could to patch up the leaky stove- 
pipe and I worked furiously to clean up 
the plaster we had tracked down the stairs 
and into the kitchen. By five o’clock the 
hamburger and rice, and the cabbage, was 
stewing on the stove. It was Bob’s favorite 
meal and when he came in he looked 
pleased. I was glad cabbage had a strong 
smell. It killed the odor of fresh plaster 
Ernie had put on the walls. 

Bob didn’t notice a thing until it was 
time to put Johnny to bed, then I had to 
tell him. He hac been looking at the baby 
with a half smile on his face and the sud- 
den change was unbelievable. His mouth 
lost its shape, then tightened, and his dark 
eyebrows almost came together in a scowl. 
He got up, kicked a chair against the wall 
and went upstairs without saying a word. 

For once I was relieved that Bob took 
out his temper in silence tantrums, but 
the next night when he didn’t come home 
for dinner I was frantic with worry. 
Around midnight I heard the truck and 
rushed to the door. Bob stalked past me 
and went on upstairs. The silent treatment 
was more terrible than it had ever been 
before. It lasted an entire week. He would 
look through me, around me, beyond me, 
never at me. I began to feel as if I didn’t 
exist at all. 

Ernie sensed that something was wrong. 


‘0 


but he came over every day until the room 
was finished. Since he wouldn’t let me 
help I took his car and drove over to see 
Mary, but when I returned there were two 
telephone men in the kitchen installing a 
phone. At first the thought of what Bob 
would do when he saw it frightened me, 
then I didn’t care. He couldn’t be any 
more angry than he was now, and it would 
be wonderful to have some way of reach- 
ing the outside world in an emergency. 

I think now that no matter what Ernie 
did that day I wouldn’t have minded too 
much. A change had come over me that 
afternoon as I was driving my brother’s 
car with Johnny cuddled close beside me. 
I felt human again. And when I carried 
Johnny up the rotting wooden steps that 
led to the kitchen the new baby stirred 
wildly. I leaned against the peeling clap- 
boards and kissed the top of Johnny’s head. 
For nearly a year I had been a mother, 
but that was the first time I had felt like 
one. From that moment on I knew that no 
matter what Bob did or said, I would fight 
to make a decent home for my children. 

Bob always had been a quiet man and 
I was used to his silences and knew that 
he came out of them suddenly, so when he 
began to talk again, easily and naturally, I 
was not surprised. He told me that the 
reason he did not come home for dinner 
was he had started working on the night, 
as well as the day, shift. His boss had 
learned that he could unsnarl electronic 
problems that often stumped his engineers. 
Bob was used to working long hours and 
by eating lunch at his desk he was able to 





get eight hours pay for seven hours work 
on the second shift, plus a bonus for each 
problem he solved. It meant a big boost 
in pay and I began to think about our 
dream house again. A wide lawn, shining 


clapboards . . . A place we wouldn’t be 
ashamed to show our friends. 

Friends! We hadn’t made any since our 
marriage. At first a few of the girls I had 
known in high school dropped around, but 
most of them didn’t return after the first 
visit. Kitty Johnson was the only girl who 
came regularly, at least once in two weeks, 
I didn’t have to apologize to Kitty. She 
came to see me, not my house. To look at 
her no one could guess that she had lived 
most of her life in the same sort of dump 
I was living in then. She was tall and 
light, with curly hair and a perfect com- 
plexion. She carried herself like a queen. 

Frieda and Al Baker came over some- 
times when Bob was at home. Frieda and 
I had gone to school together since third 
grade, though we never had been close 
friends. Al worked in Bob’s factory. | 
wondered why they came so often. Bob 
didn’t drink and Al’s_ breath always 
smelled of stale liquor. He earned a lot 
less than Bob did, yet Frieda had a dozen 
or more bright dresses and skirts that 
fitted close to her tiny waist. She always 
seemed to be wearing something new, and 
most of the time she had thick make-up on. 
Frieda usually talked about herself and 
what she had been doing, and I didn't 
particularly like her. Usually too they 
were on their way to a dance, but because 
I was heavy with my new baby their in- 
vitations for us to join them were only 
half-hearted. After Cathy was born they 
didn’t come around at all. 

I had a hard time with Cathy. Doc An- 
drews said I had lost too much weight. 
But when I looked at her as she lay in the 
crib there was no memory of pain, only 
a wonderful excitement and pride that | 
had mothered such a beautiful child. 


(THOSE WEEKS AFTER Cathy’s birth 

were the happiest of our marriage. Even 
Bob seemed to soften a little, to have fewer 
silences and dark moods. I felt better than 
I had in years and no work seemed to tire 
me. That’s why I couldn’t understand it, 
a few weeks later, when I began to feel 
faint after breakfast. Ernie’s wife Mary 
came over to take me to the doctor. After 
his examination he blew sky high. I was 
going to have another baby! 

“Are you out of your mind?” Doc An 
drews stormed. “We’re not living in the 
dark ages, Delia. A woman can’t scrub 
clothes on a washboard, iron until she’s 
ready to drop, cook. clean and have a baby 
every year.” 

It was almost funny to listen to talk 
about rhythm and birth control when the 
child I was carrying was a reality. No 
matter what anyone said, Bob would shut 
himself away in his secret world and not 
listen. To him the sex act was as natural 
and necessary as eating dinner every night. 

One morning as I was bending over 4 
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tubful of clothes the pain came, sharp and 
terrible. It seemed to rip me apart. I 
knew nothing about losing babies and 
didn’t know what was happening. Some- 
how I got to the phone and called Mary. 
She brought the doctor, but it was too late. 
After he was gone I cried. more from weak- 
ness than sorrow. Lately Bob had clammed 
up when I mentioned our dream house; 
we couldn’t have crammed another crib in 
the only weather-tight room in our shack. 
Perhaps I wouldn’t have felt this way, al- 
most relieved, if I had known the truth, 
that Cathy was the last child I ever would 
bear. A year later, after a second miscar- 
riage, 1 was operated on for a tumor and 
didn’t get pregnant again. 

I had a lot of time to think as I lay on 
that hospital bed after the emergency op- 
eration. The girl in the next bed in the 
ward cried a great deal. I found out that 
her baby had no official father and she 
had given it away before it was born. At 
least I had a husband and my own chil- 
dren would not have to be adopted. For 
that I was thankful. 

Yet fear had crept into my love for Bob 
and threatened to destroy it—fear for my 
children, and our future. Somewhere along 
the way we had lost that wonderful excite- 
ment of being together, of dreaming about 
a bright future. 

On Bob’s free Saturday evenings he 
drove down to the farm to see his folks. 
If the weather was mild he took the chil- 
dren. I had gone there with him when we 
were first married. but with none too subtle 
hints they had criticized me and my house- 
keeping, and let me know that Bob wasn’t 
being properly cared for. They said he 
looked thin and tired and they hinted that 
he wasn’t getting enough to eat. Now they 
fussed over the children, who often came 
home with stomach aches because they ate 
too much heavy food. Once they told me 
that I simply didn’t know how to cook. I 
wanted to flash back at them that Bob ate 
my food and never complained. But I 
didn’t want to quarrel with his family, so 
I found excuses to stay at home. 


\V ORKING two shifts, Bob seldom was 

at home during the week to be with 
them. One evening I heard a car drive into 
the yard and looked out of the window. In 
the light of the setting sun I saw the sleek 
lines of a long. black car. My breath 
caught in my throat as I saw Bob get out 
of the driver’s seat and walk toward the 
house. Part of his old dream had been to 
own the biggest. most expensive car on 


| the market, and I knew that he had just 


bought it. The car looked badly out of 
place in front of our run-down house but 
Cathy and Johnny were so excited that I 
didn’t say so. We went for a drive after 
supper and as I listened to the smooth 
purr of the motor I wondered how much 
four hoard Bob had spent on this pure 
luxury. We had sc rimped so long it 
seemed wicked to throw so much away on 
a showy car. 

After the children went to bed I asked 


him if our dream house was next on the 
list, but he said it would have to wait. 
“My old truck broke down and I had to 
get something. This is new, but being a 
last year’s model I got it for a good price.” 

If he had lost his temper, or even gone 
into one of his moods, I might have argued. 
But he spoke so softly, almost as though he 
apologizing, and I didn’t have the 
heart to object. We still spent not much 
more than a thousand a year, and Bob’s 
salary was seven times that. Even after the 
tax bite the leftover was enormous and 
nearly all of it went into the bank. 

My brothers had bought me a second- 
hand washing machine and refrigerator but 
Bob had been so unpleasant to Ernie about 
the room he fixed up for the children that 
Ernie hadn’t offered to do any more work 
on the house. The ridgepole sagged dan- 
gerously and the board floor in the living 
room was so loose that I was afraid to let 
the children play there after school. Bob 
said we would not do anything about the 
building until the money he had taken from 
the bank to pay for the car was put back, 
every nickel. 

It seemed forever. The children needed 
clothes for I was sick and there 
were doctors bills to pay. Bob’s clothes 
wore out suddenly and he needed an entire 
new wardrobe. So did I, but although my 
college trousseau was out of fashion, it 
was still wearable. and with money becom- 
ing harder to save I made my old things 
do. I shouldn’t have, because one Saturday 
night when Bob stayed home from work, 
Frieda and Al came over for the first time 
in months and asked us to go dancing with 
them. There was nothing in my closet but 
housedresses and my old blue suit. 

My head swam with excitement. Bob 
and I hadn’t been out together on a real 
date since we were married. I almost for- 
got about the children until I went up- 
stairs to change and Cathy came into my 
room. She looked as pretty as a doll in 
her long flannelette nightie. When I told 
her we would get someone to sit with her 
she laughed. 

“We're big enough to take care of our- 
selves. Mummie. and besides, nobody’d 
ever come here.” 

I knew what she meant. No self-respect- 
ing robber would enter our house, but 
there were worse prowlers than thieves and 
I was glad when Bob asked Marjorie to sit 
with the children. 

Frieda glanced at worn suit skirt, 
but didn’t say anything. She looked tiny 
and young in a fitted skirt and blouse. I 
thought Bob would be bored with her chat- 
ter but he was in a good mood all the way 
Hall. She had 
teach him the steps but as I watched them 
move out onto the floor, I realized, with 
something of a shock, that it was not the 
first time they had danced together. And 
then I remembered that Bob had had two 
Saturday nights in a row free. He hadn’t 
visited his folks as he usually did—they’d 
been calling and asking about him. Now I 
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knew why the new clothes he bought to re- 
place his worn out things were almost 
sporty, and why a girl like Frieda, selfish, 
fast, thoughtless, did not bore him. I'd 
let myself become a drab in faded house- 
dresses just to save money for a dream I 
thought we shared! 


\' HEN I LOOKED AROUND for Al I 
saw him sneaking off to the kitchen 
for a drink. I found a dark corner and sat 
down, hoping none of my old friends would 
see me there. Couples whirled past, the 
men looking proudly down at their part- 
ners. I looked down at my broken fincer- 
nails and rough skin and was ashamed. I 
hadn’t even had sense enough to buy hand 
lotion, or material for a dress. Thinking 
myself unselfish, I had merely been a fool. 

When the music stopped Kitty came over 
to my corner with Jack Meredith and sat 
down beside me. “It’s wonderful to see you 
here, Dellie,” she said, introducing us and 

miling. “Don’t you like dancing?” 

My face felt hot. “I’m not dressed for it, 
Kitty. All my dresses are too worn.” 

‘But a nice skirt is so easy to make, 
honey. Want me to come over on Monday 
ind cut one out for you?” 

[ told her that would be nice but my 
enthusiasm had dropped to zero. A big 
red moon was coming up over the horizon 
ind I had just seen Bob and Frieda go 
outside. They knew I’d be too proud, or 
too ashamed to follow them. Kitty chat- 
tered about a store where material could 
be bought cheap, but I only half listened. 
[here were so many things to think about, 
ind I had wakened from my shabby dream 

» suddenly. Even in high school Frieda 
had had a reputation for being fast. Had 

[ been so blind that I didn’t consider her 
i rival, or was I stupid enough to believe 
that my marriage was special, that it was 
tor keeps? 

Kitty and Jack left when the music 
started. I know she realized I wanted to 
be alone. I started for the ladies room 
ind saw Al coming toward me, staggering 
drunk. He was headed for the door and I 
was afraid he’d get in our car and be sick, 
so I followed him. But he got there ahead 
of me and dragged himself inside into the 
back When he saw me he leered 
drunkenly. 

‘How do you like being left out in the 
cold the way I’ve been these last six 
months?” he asked me, leaning back 
against the seat with a bitter grin. 

‘What are you talking about?” I de- 
manded angrily, but his head dropped 
down on his hands and he was sobbing 
brokenly. I got in beside him and shook 
his shoulders, trying to bring him back to 
his senses. Then I looked up and saw 
Frieda and Bob looking in through the 
window. To see them together like that, 
Frieda radiant, triumphant, and _ Bob, 
broad and protective toward her, fright- 
ened me more than anything ever had be- 
fore. I tried to explain that Al was sick, 
but they got into the front seat and Bob 


seat. 


) 


started the motor. Furious, I leaned back 
and rode to Al’s home in an atmosphere of 
heavy silence. 

Bob told me to wait in the car while 
he took Al into the house. I was too 
stunned to follow them anyway. He was 
gone a long time and when he came out his 
face was very sober. He didn’t say any- 
thing until I remarked that Al was stupid 
to get so drunk. Then he nodded and said, 
“Yes, Frieda has it tough, poor kid.” 

Frieda! I was so astonished that I 
couldn’t talk. For too many years I had 
been a fool. Now I would have to keep my 
eves open and fight back. The vows I made 
almost nine years ago meant a lot to me. 
I had married Bob forever, but faithful- 
ness had to work both ways and I didn’t 
intend to take second place in my hus- 
band’s affections. 

One thing I could not do was drag my 
children into a family fight. Bob knew 
that. He spent Sunday and most of Sunday 
night with his folks and went to bed as 
soon as he got home. When I went up- 
stairs he was snoring. The paper-thin par- 
titions protected him that night. All I 
could do was lie down beside him and 
dream about the beautiful skirts I would 
make to compete with Frieda’s. He was 
gone the next morning when I woke up. 

The next day Kitty came over during 
her noon hour with an armload of bright 
cloth. Quickly she cut out a skirt and 
showed me how to sew the seams together. 
I wondered if she knew about Bob and 
Frieda, if everyone at Grange Hall had 
known but me. I was too proud to ask. 
Kitty left all of the material on the table 
and said to pay her later, after I had used 
what I wanted. That afternoon Mary drove 
me in town to buy a blouse for the skirt 
and some shoes. When we got home Cathy 
and Johnny were in the kitchen. Cathy 
had pulled some of the cloth around her, 
sari fashion. She threw herself into my 
arms, shrieking with excitement. 

“Mummie, can I have a skirt 
Please, Mummie?” 

But I was watching the ugly look on 
Johnny’s face. “Idiot!” he snapped, and 
slammed out of the door, just as his father 
did. 

I felt as if something had hit me over the 
head. Bob could have his moods, but John- 
ny was half mine and young enough to be 
molded. Sharply I called him back and 
he came with his head down, looking at the 
floor. My Johnny, who always carried him- 
self straight and proud! 

“I’m sorry Mom, but that got me. You 
always give us things and never have any- 
thing nice for yourself,” he blurted un- 
happily. 

How blind I had been! Even my chil- 
dren were ashamed of me. My husband 
was so bored that he regarded me as a 
piece of furniture, something to use, then 
forget, at his convenience. I had been liv- 
ing in the future, forgetting that each day 
is important in itself. 


too? 


That night after the children were in bed 
I finished the skirt, pressed it and put it on. 
If there had been any decent furnishings 
in the living room I would have waited 
there for Bob but there wasn’t even a rug 
on the floor and the paper was falling off 
the walls. I sat down in the kitchen rocker 
with the bright skirt on and my feet 
crossed to show the high heels, and began 
to read a magazine. The clock struck 
twelve, then one. I began to baste a skirt 
I had cut out for Cathy, a miniature of my 
own, but the needle pricked my finger 
and blood got on the cloth. 

\t one-fifteen the telephone rang. With 
shaking hands I lifted the receiver. Al’s 
voice came over the wire, thickly. Frieda 
had gone out at ten and hadn’t come back, 
he said. Did I know where she was? My 
throat felt dry as dust until Al shouted, 
“Dellie, say something.” Then as sickness 
gathered inside me in a knot I told him it 
was too late for that. 

“Bob’s gone too,” I said, and dropped 
the receiver from my stiff, numb fingers. 


N THE TIN BOX that held our impor- 

tant papers I found the deed to our farm 
made out to me. a one-hundred dollar bill, 
and nothing else. The bankbook was gone. 
I had the scraps, Frieda would have the 
meat and gravy after my years of scrimp- 
ing. And wasn’t it like Bob to leave a big 
bill to impress me! 

I didn’t lie to the children. It was fair 
that they should share my joys and my 
sorrows too. It was the wisest decision I 
ever made. Johnny suddenly became a 
man with responsibilities. It was his deci- 
sion not to tell anyone else about Bob 
until we were sure he wasn’t coming back. 
The children’s courage helped to smother 
my heartache and yearning and loneliness, 
and helped to ease the deep, jagged scar 
on my heart. 

On Sunday the children and I walked to 
church. I needed to pray and I’m sure no 
one in that little church had greater 
troubles to pour out to God than I had 
that day. When we rounded the last bend 
on the road home we saw the car in our 
yard. Cathy ran ahead, but Johnny stayed 
by me, walking strong and sure like the 
man he had become so quickly. When we 
saw Cathy walking back toward us, drag- 
ging her feet, I knew that Bob was not 
there. He had brought the car to us and 
left, where or why I might never know. 
Cathy slid into the curve of my arm and 
we walked the rest of the way close to- 
gether. 

There were no illusions left. I swal- 
lowed my pride and drove over to the fac- 
tory where Bob had worked, the largest 
one within easy driving distance. Maybe 
Bob thought, in some muddled way, that 
a run-down farm, a two-year-old luxury 
car plus a hundred dollars in cash were 4 
fair exchange for the thousands of dollars 
in our bank account. All I knew was that 
I had to get a job in a hurry. If one of us 
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got sick that money would melt like ice on 
a hot sidewalk. A factory job paid well 
and I could wear jeans, which were cheap- 
er than dresses. The bright skirt would 
have to hang in my closet as a symbol of 
my failure to hold my husband’s love. 
Too little and too late. 

From habit I put a little money aside 
each week, not too much. I never wanted 
to get into a penny-pinching rut again, or 
do without the things that give a woman 
poise and self-respect. Even so. we had 
more and better food than ever before. 

[ kept the secret of Bob’s desertion even 
fom Ernie for months. but he guessed. 
He came over more often, fenced in the 
pasture land and brought cows to feed on 
it. Gradually he helped me to paver all 
the other rooms and paint the outside and 
inside woodwork. With a straight ridge- 
ple and dark green shutters, the ram- 
shackle house looked almost pretty. 

A few months later I learned that Bob 
was in Reno when a shifty-eyed man served 
me with divorce papers. I felt so sick that 
I put them in a drawer without reading 
them. Then one day when I drove into 
the yard from work I saw a strange car 
there and raced into the house, thinking 
something had happened to one of the 
children. 

Bob was sitting at the table eating a 
sandwich. I stood there. feeling shock, 
thinking how familiar his broad back and 
dark hair were. He looked up and I saw 
defiance but no remorse, in his eyes. No 
affection either. 

Somehow I pulled my shoulders back 
and said, “You’ve no right to come here, 
Bob. I got the divorce papers.” 

“You got a notice. The divorce didn’t go 
through. We’re still married.” He got up, 
threw his dirty napkin on the table and 
went upstairs. Every step he took stamped 
on the little love I had left for him. When 
the door of my room closed, my love was 
dead. 

That night I slept in the little room off 
the living room that Ernie had fixed up 
for a study. Bob was gone the next morn- 
ing when I got up. The children were very 
quiet when they left for school and I felt 
that somehow I had failed them again, but 
what could they expect me to do? I 
thought about that all day. 

After work I drove home and saw Johnny 
in the doorway of the barn signalling 
tome. I went over to him, feeling helpless 
and ashamed because Bob’s car was parked 
beside mine and I didn’t know what to do. 
Cathy, red-eyed from crying, came out of a 
cow stall into the curve of my arm. 

“Mom, Frieda’s in the house with Dad- 
dy,” Johnny said and a lump the size of a 
grapefruit formed in my stomach as he 
kicked at a clod of frozen dirt on the 
ground. “Does he have te stay here, Mom? 
We were getting along all right without 
him,” 

Maybe that was all I needed, to know 
that the children were on my side. I 
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ped their shoulders hard as we walked 
to the house, one on either side of 
I didn’t have to tell them twice to go 
ipstairs. They must have sensed the 
hange in me, the gathering strength and 


ireness 


ty RIEDA WAS SITTING across the table 
from Bob, smoking a cigarette. The 
ake makeup was thicker than ever and 
hands looked like claws. But it was 
Bob’s face that really surprised me. It was 
ray with fear. He always did hate a scene 
| seemed pleased when Frieda asked 
m to get her lighter from the glove com- 
irtment of the car. 
What did they want of me? Could they 
e broke so soon? It was expensive to 
| in hotels or apartments, and he’d had 
( to buy another car. Had Frieda, in less 
two years, destroyed everything we 





id worked for? Perhaps, but she hadn’t 
| lestroyed me, or the children. I had won 
independence the hard way and intended to 
iy Keep It. 

Get out, Frieda,” I told her quietly. 
Don’t ever come back. Not either of you.” 
he exhaled smoke slowly. “You’re 
Dellie, and I don’t blame you, but 
got to listen to me. It’s all over be- 
n us. We decided to call it quits and 
over like before we left, but Al won’t 
i take me back. Bob’s a cheapskate, but I'll 
onto him until he makes some ar- 
ment for me to live decently. He 
: me that, after breaking up my home.” 

[hat’s your problem. Get out!” 
looked nervously at the door, then 
“So I made a mistake, and I’m 
if you want him 
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igged. 
But I warn you, 

i ick, Dellie—” 

( Because my hands shook, I gripped the 
of a chair. “If both of you aren’t out 

here in one minute, I'll call the police!” 

You wouldn’t dare! Your husband se- 

I can sue him for every nickel 


ed me. 

€ got ag 

[ took one look at her greedy little eyes 
nd walked over to the phone. Maybe she 
ight I was bluffing. I'd been a doormat 

1g she couldn’t believe I had changed. 

[ started to dial the police, but when 

Frieda saw that I was serious, she went 

i} ishing out to the car, her face furious. 
There was silence for a few minutes, then 
[ heard the squeal of tires as Bob started 





ar. 
[hat was six months ago, and I lost no 
in filing for divorce. My love for Bob, 
hich he had gradually destroyed during 
Jur marriage, was now completely dead. 
[ understand that Frieda got most of his 
ivings before he dropped her. 
\ Perhaps I did give too much for too 
little. But I was lucky—I still have my 
my friends, and a new feeling of 
Bob lost everything—Frieda, 
his money, his grand dreams 
and his self-respect. It might 


family, 
elf-respect. 
his family, 
ot glory 
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crush his ego to know that the only feel- 
ing I have for him now is pity, but it is 
true, because I have become a rich woman. 
Bob wouldn’t understand that, because I 
don’t keep my wealth in a bank. I have 
found it in the smiles of my friends, in the 





pride that shines in the eyes of my chil 
dren and in my own sense of achievemey 
as I look around the cozy little home » 
have made from a run-down farmhouy 
that once nearly destroyed us all. 
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New Year’s Recipes 


(Continued from Page 43) 


Horse-Radish Relish 

Dissolve 1 pkg. (3 oz.) lime-flavored 
gelatin in 1 cup boiling water to which 34 
tsp. salt has been added. Add 1 tbsp. vine- 
gar and dash of pepper. Combine 1 tsp. 
grated onion, 14 cup horse-radish and 1 
cup sour cream. Add to gelatin, mixing 
well. Pour into l-quart mold and chill 
until firm. Unmold. Serve with baked ham 
or cold meat. 


Frozen Holiday Fruit Pudding 

Soak 1 cup golden raisins in 4% cup rum 
overnight. Combine 1 pkg. coconut cream 
pudding mix and 2 cups milk in saucepan. 
Cook and stir over medium heat until mix- 
ture comes to a boil. Remove from heat. 
Add 1 tsp. vanilla and cool. Whip *4 cup 
whipping cream. Fold in ¥% cup coarsely 
chopped pecans, the golden raisins, ¥2 cup 
sliced pitted dates, and 34 cup dry almond 
macaroon crumbs into cooled pudding. 
Then fold in the whipped cream. Place a 
maraschino cherry in the bottom of each 
of 5 cone-shaped paper cups. Spoon mix- 
ture into cups. Freeze 8 hours or until firm. 
To serve, carefully remove paper cups by 
running a spatula around sides of cups. 


Creamy Holly Fudge 

Combine 1 pkg. (3 ozs.) lime-flavored 
gelatin, 344 cups sugar, 14 tsp. soda, 144 
cups milk in saucepan. Cook and stir over 
medium heat until gelatin and sugar are 
dissolved. Continue boiling without stirring 
until a small amount of mixture forms a 
soft ball in cold water. Remove from heat; 
add 14 cup butter. Cool to lukewarm, then 
beat unfil mixture thickens and loses its 


gloss. Turn at once into a greased 8x8-inch 


pan. Spread ¥% pkg. of candy-makiy 
chocolate, melted, on top of fudge. Pres 
blanched almonds in rows on top of fudg 
and cut in squares. 


Chocolate Creme Fudge 

Break 1 pkg. (8 squares) semi-swee 
chocolate squares in half. Place cho 
late pieces, 144 cup marshmallow creme 
Y% tsp. vanilla, 144 cup butter and 24 cy 
chopped nuts in bowl; set aside. Combin 
Y% cup evaporated milk and 144 cups suga 
in saucepan. Bring to boil over low heat 
stirring occasionally. Continue _ boiling 
without stirring, until small amount of mix. 
ture forms a soft ball in cold water. Pow 
immediately over ingredients in bowl] and 
stir until chocolate is melted and mixtur 
blended. Pour into greased 8x8-inch pan. 
Cool, then cut into squares. Store in r 
frigerator. 


Cookie Tree 

Cut the tree from a square of whit 
plastic foam which you can get at a variety 
store or florist shop. First, using a shar 
paring knife, cut a flat tree—then two hall 
trees. These halves should be attached ti 
the flat whole tree at right angles with 
rounded toothpicks. The base is a five 
inch circle of foam. When assembled the 
tree is also attached to the base with tooth 
picks. Put glitter on the edges of th 
branches with white plastic glue. Wra 
cookies in transparent wrapping. Attac 
a small piece of colored ribbon to the bac 
of the wrapped cookie with a bit of celle 
lose tape. Arrange cookies on the tree wilt 
small pins or bits of toothpicks. 
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FRE 


can train at home in 9 weeks for 
fine, steady earnings as a graduate 


FRACTICAL WORSE! 


In good times or bad, war or peace 

the demand for PRACTICAL 
NURSES is always bigger than the 
supply! Seize this opportunity by 
earning the famous LINCOL installments. In 
F uncoun scwoot, 2051. 


LINCOLN SCHOOL, 805LarrabeeSt., Dept. T-1 Los Angeles 46, Calif. 
Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet “Careers in Nursing”. ‘ 


DIPLOMA... Age, education nt 
———. 42" while wy 4 

Physician-endorsed course. Avé 
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Swetl ements on radio stations 
hoce. all over the U.S. Now you can 
reme read what they're singing! 
3 CU 

bine 
sugar 

heat, 
oiling 
f mix 

Pow 
] and 
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65c at your drug counter, or send us 80c and we'll 
Send Duke to you by return mail 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. 


1808 South Michigan Avenue 
Chicago 16, Illinois 








Men! Send for This Money- 
Outfit FREES 


et FAIPPSS SL 


Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our beautifully- 
styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure 
suits and skirts for 
women. Many hus- 
bands sell suits to 
men, their wives sell 
suits and skirts to 
women ... and the 
profits roll in! You 
can too! Outfit con- 
tains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 








YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing lc—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don't send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 








W. Z. GIBSON, INC. 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


2 SQQre 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 

in full or spare time . . . as much 

as $30.00 in a day? Then mail 
the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man _ prefers _better-fitting, 
better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when 
you show the many beautiful, high quality fab- 
rics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit 
and style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you 
take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit 
in advance on every order, and build up fine perma- 
nent income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply explained 
for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. Just mail 
this coupon now for this big, valuable outfit filled with more 
than 100 fine fabrics and everything else you need to start. 
You'll say this is the greatest way to make money you ever 
saw. Rush the coupon today! 


500 South Throop St. Dept. R-é 
CHICAGO 7, ILLINOIS 
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W. Z. GIBSON INC., Dept. R-664 

500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying le for it. Send me 
Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Outfit with actual fabrics 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. 

Name 

Address 

City 

Ever take orders for tatloring? .... 60 cos cee siescs 0009 06seunee 
For what company? 

How many orders do you expect to get 

Full or part time? 


What is your regular business? 








